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PEEFACE. 



In the following pages I have sought to recount 
once more a narrative, whose rare spiritual interest is 
equalled by perhaps no other passage even of Holy 
Scripture. I am deeply sensible that I have pre- 
sented at best but fragment glimpses of the match- 
less loveliness of Him, «ux)und Whom alone all that 
interest gathers. Yet as I have written this book 
under the heavy shadow of affiction, it may be that 
the very darkness and silence which have encom- 
passed me have enabled me at some points to see 
forth the more vividly into the light ; so that the im- 
pressions which have thus stolen home into my own 
heart may have power given them to win the hearts of 
others also nearer and yet nearer to that Blessed God 
and Saviour, round Whom, from every life that has 
been drawn to Him, from every soul that has its rest 
in Him, from all the hosts of the redeemed in heaven 
above and in the earth beneath, there rises the cry 
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everlastingly — "Thou art the King of glory, 
Christ!" 

I have not thought it necessary to quote, from 
chapter to chapter, the names of several well-known 
authors, to whom 1 have yet been imder obligation — 
such as Ellicott, Stier, Trench, AKord, Bishop Wil- 
berforce, in the arrangement of the narrative, and 
certain hints of thought — and Stanley and Williams, 
in the outlines I have ventured to give of locality 
and scene. 

I7th September 1868. 
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There was a period of Forty Days during which the 
Lord Jesus lingered on the earth after He had risen 
from the dead. It was a period of tremulous light 
and shadow. It was, as I venture to call it, the 
Twilight between the night of His death upon the 
cross, and the full daylight which broke on the 
church and on the world in His ascension from 
Bethany, and the Pentecostal outpouring of the 
Holy Ghost which befell almost immediately there- 
after. In that dim border space of the Forty Days, 
the Ix)rd Jesus was a mighiy mystery perplexing His 
disciples. He was seen, and yet not seen. He was 
all He had been before His death, and yet far other. 
He was on the earth, yet not of it. He was present 
in the body, yet He glided to and fro with the evanes- 
cence of a spirit. What meant this apparent change- 
fulness and mystery ? It could not for a moment be 
supposed to be the mere movements of caprice. It 
could not be the mere aimless tantalising of the poor 
men and women who, for the love they bore their 
Lord, had given up all, and would have given up all 
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again. No! Was it not rather that, in His own 
gradual and most thoughtful manner, the Lord Jesus 
was preparing these disciples for the reception of some 
new and glorious truth they had not had a glimpse of 
even in their dreams ; that the eyes which had been 
accustomed only to the darkness He would not all at 
once thrust into the full light, lest they should have 
been dazzled into blindness, but was training them 
to bear first here a little and there a little of the 
gleams of daybreak; and that then, when He had 
trained them so into strength and steadiness, His end 
was to drop the twilight shade altogether — to let the 
full splendour of the day appear — and to shew His 
disciples, as He did shew them in His ascension into 
heaven, what was the great lesson of the Forty Days 
solved and done for them, and for all throughout the 
world who should ever take hold upon His name? 

I think such was the dealing of our Lord. I think 
His purpose in the Forty Days was, to break to His 
disciples the grand change from His earthly to His 
spiritual presence — from His old walking with them 
in the shape and ways of sense to His new com- 
panionship with them in the invisibleness and glory 
of the spirit — from the old nearness in which they 
touched Him, heard His voice, gazed in His counte- 
nance as man on man, to His new nearness that had 
nothing for the hand to grasp, no vision for the eye, 
no accents for the ear, but a deep life and blessedness 
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within the heart. He opened one lattice of surprise 
after another, so to say, out of the dwelling of narrow- 
ness and old association within which their ideas had 
hitherto been confined — ^within which they had seen 
only Jesus of Nazareth, the form of palpable flesh and 
blood : He taught them to look forth into the high 
world of spirits beyond — to behold Himself there, no 
longer Jesus of Nazareth only, but the risen Lord re- 
plenishing that world with His presence — afar off 
from them, even farther than the heaven of heavens, 
yet. ever nigh to them, even in the shadow of their 
own hearts— absent from them, reigning over all 
realms, and beyond the bounds of all space, yet pre- 
sent with them, tenderly guiding their feet every 
step they should take in their lowly way on earth 
—impalpable to them as a thing that had melted 
into air, yet with such a pressure of His love hang- 
ing always round them, that they knew not but at 
any moment the air might give Him up to them 
again, and they might clasp His feet! Such was the 
sublime lesson of the Forty Days, through scene after 
scene of exquisite interest brought home — ^till, when 
the lesson had been well read — the last barriers of the 
old had been taken down — and the wonder, the fair- 
ness, the reality of the new had broken on and seized 
the disciples* hearts for ever — Christ closed the strik- 
ing chapter, summing up all in the ascension parting 
on the slopes of Bethany, even as He had said in 
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Galilee — " Lo, I am with you alway, even unto the 
end of the world ! " 

I purpose, then, in the following pages, to unfold 
the story of the Forty Days. I shall seek to shew 
how, as the proper sequel to the death on Golgotha 
-as the proper prefax^e to the fieiy baptism of Pente- 
cost — it was a story hovering betwixt dg«*k and clear: 
now presenting us with a picture in the shadow of 
the earthly side : now with an outbreaking splendour 
from the heavenly side. I shall mark how the dis- 
ciples learned gradually to read the Lord's awful 
writing on the wall over against them : how, gradually, 
they emerged from the communion with flesh and 
blood into the wondrous communion with Christ in 
the spirit : how the staff of His human presence fafled 
them, but, after the deep fear and sorrow of a time, 
they found put into their grasp instead the far 
stronger staff of life and power, and the promise of 
the perpetual descending to them of the Lord from 
heaven. And from all that experience of theirs, I 
shall, above all, try to bring out how the seed sown in 
the Forty Days was meant to be the harvest gathered 
now by us : how the teachings then given in twilight 
strangeness ought to be of all things the most familiar 
to us now in our noonday : we ought to realise with 
power what the hearts that followed Christ then but 
dimly felt — ^we ought to see full on our path the light 
that to them was only in its dawn — ^we ought to feel 
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the air palpitating round us, and our every want met, 
and our every sorrow upheld, and our whole soul, as 
we go forward in the earth, lit up and burning in the 
gladness, the reality more than words can teU, of that 
presence of our Lord — Immanuel, Grod with us ! 

Nor is it a disadvantage to us, but the contrary, 
that we should study the story of this presence in 
what I have described as twilight scenes. It is well 
known that things often come out on us with a new 
freshness when we trace them back to their begin- 
nings. In the broad highway of their after course 
familiarity blunts our thought; but only let us go 
back, so to speak, into their morning twilight again, 
and all their new-bom interest is restored with 
power. The broad glare of common day over earth 
and heaven, for instance, affects us little ; but let us 
steal back into the mystery of early dawn, when this 
day arose, and mark the deep shadows over nature 
one moment, and next a sudden sunbeam quivering 
on some lofty peak — and in that one touch the whole 
shadowy landscape strangely kindled — and we confess 
to a thrill of beauty all the after day brings us not. 
Or the great river, Tolling past cities; and the path- 
way of ships, is, to the eye looking on it daily, haply 
but a mere weary waste. But let us climb into the 
far pathless glens, where the crystal streamlets of its 
birth are flowing : let us track their green edges : let 
us in some dim depth find out where the first spring 
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of all munnurs into light : and we are stirred as we 
never were by all the vastness of the distant river* 
Or we look on the fields waving to the harvest, with 
a common gaze ; but let ns mark, if we can, the first 
shoot of life the seed quickens with: let us detect the 
first upgrowth of the tender blade through the soil : 
and that sight of faint but beauteous mystery affects 
us more than all the thick-standing com ready for 
the sickle. So, in the late spiritual day in which we 
live, there is such a breadth of light around us — in 
our Bibles : in the truths we hear preached : in the 
ordinances to which we come: in the outpoured reve- 
lation of the whole treasure stores of God's Spirit — 
that the very familiarity with which we move in 
such a light has taken much mystery and awful- 
ness away. We see, but we are rarely stirred — 
we know, but we are rarely in heart moved. But 
return we to the fresh morning of the world : to 
such times as those in which Abraham and the 
patriarchs-David, and Isaiah, and EUjah, and the 
other holy men of old — ^walked with God, and had 
visions of the light to come, and caught the first 
breathings of the life from heaven. How new the 
interest then compared with the hackneyed indiflFer- 
ence of the world now! How freshly haunted 
human paths then with the footprints of God trodden 
heedlessly out now ! How keen and thrilling then 
the first music struck from keys that have played so 



BETWIXT DAEK AND CLEAR. y 

long as never to afifect the ear now ! So, how freshly 
do the first glimpses of the risen Jesus in the Forty 
Days touch us. From our Christian noon back into 
the morning of these days has all the effect spirit- 
ually, that we gain for the natural eyesight when 
in the too strong daylight, if we wish to see an object 
imdisturbedly and in all its depth and delicacy of 
form — ^we shade the eyes — we make as it were twilight 
round them — and we have thus better strength of 
gaze, and the object stands out in better relief in 
the shadow than in the flood of sunshine. So, back 
in thought into that tender twilight wherein the first 
revealings of the risen Jesus were shed on the dis- 
ciples, is an exercise of highest profit. We recover 
there from the excess of familiarity through which 
our sight of spiritual things has been lost. We 
revive again from the dead letter into the living 
spirit. . We are face to face there with the recUness 
of our Lord risen from the dead and about to ascend 
to heaven ; aud in that vivid Presence aU the doubts 
suggested in our later day : all the historical distance 
of so many centuries into which the events of the 
resurrection and ascension have faded : all the cold- 
ness and unbelief with which, as regards those events, 
we now live — ^live as though they had never been — 
all these obstructions are dispersed and vanish. We 
are face to face with Jesus. He is felt by us moving 
to and fro, and breathing on us, as He did in the dis- 
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ciples' case then. We hold Him as they did — that we 
may drink His comforts — that He may abide with us 
in our home and heart — that we may turn to Him 
every moment and discover Him " standing behind 
our wall, looking forth upon us through the lattice."* 
In a word, if we cannot literally have repeated in our 
day the scenes of the Forty Days again, we yet are so 
kindled by them, that we yearn through the wide- 
spread deadness of our day to have the soul leap up 
at the same touches of a Saviour nearness, such as 
were so quickening then. We yearn to be as Mary 
at the grave, thrilling at the voice of her Beloved — 
to be as those two disciples on the road to Emmaus, 
their hearts burning within them at the words of 
Christ — ^to be as Thomas, beholding the prints of 
the nails, and crying out, " My Lord and my God ! " 
— ^to be as Peter leaning at the feet of Jesus on the 
Gennesaret shore, saying, "Lord, Thou knowest all 
things ; Thou knowest that I love Thee." 

* Song of Solomon ii. 9. 
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If you were to stand at this day on the scene of 
modem-Jemsalem, you would be told that your feet 
are on the grave of the ancient city — ^that all is 
now brown withered ruin over what was once so fair 
and living a form — ^that twenty or forty feet deep, 
perhaps, beneath the surface you must dig, ere you 
would come on even the skeleton of that which was 
of old — ^and that, therefore, all the spots and features 
of the day of Christ and His apostles are effaced and 
gone. You look round for them in vain : wave on 
wave of change and destruction has passed over 
them : and where they were so known and glorious 
once, they are literally now known no more. Yet if 
the city be such a waste, there are still around it the 
great landmarks that change and perish not — ^the hills 
that looked down on the city and the time of Christ 
— ^the streams from which He drank — ^the slopes on 
which He rested — ^the broad fields — 

" Over whose acres walked those blessed Feet, 
That eighteen hundred years ago were nailed. 
For our advantage, to the bitter Cross." 

And as you tread the same soil, and breathe the 
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same air, it is not marvellous surely, how, in the 
holy dreams you have dreamt since childhood, you 
can gradually go back into that sacred past — how, as 
you gaze and move, these dreams steal in upon you 
— the life of ancient time comes again — ^from the 
buried city the gaxment of its death and ashes van- 
ishes away, and you stand in the same streets, and 
look on the same scenes, and mix in the same crowds 
that must have been beheld by the eyes of Christ. 

In this surely allowable shadowing out of the past, 
then, we place ourselves in the outskirts of Jerusalem 
in the eventide of the day on which the Eedeemer 
died. Through one of the north-eastern gates of the 
city, and running along the edge of the dell known 
as the Valley of Jehoshaphat, there issued a broad 
highway, its track passing on into the open country, 
till it was lost among the brown ridges to the north. 
But, a few paces from the gate, it wound about the 
base of a swelling mound that rose overhanging it on 
the left ; and at this point also there branched oflf 
from it more than one path leading into the depth of 
garden thickets, and to spots also here and there 
beneath the shade of these thickets that, according to 
the Jewish manner, were the sites of rock-hewn 
tombs. 

The mound hard by was red with the trampling of 
many feet : for it was the height of Golgotha on which, 
a few hours before, compassed by a great multitude. 
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the Three Crosses had been raised, whereon two felons 
had been nailed, " on either side one, and Jesus in 
the midst/'* The crowd had now dispersed — ^the 
sun was declining in the west-and ere the sacred 
day of the Jews should begin, the bloody beams 
were taken down from their sockets : the bodies of 
the two criminals were hurried away to be flung into 
the common burying-ground of those who had died 
the base death of crucifixion : and the Third Body, 
taken possession of (strange to say) by two Sanhed- 
rists,^ Joseph of Arimathea and Nicodemus, was by 
them and their attendants borne down the slope that 
it might be laid in a new sepulchre, of which the 
former was the owner, and whose rocky bed was 
scarce a stone's cast oflf in the grove below. 

It was, in truth, a quiet resting-place. Belted by 
the garden shrubbery, there opened on the eye a 
soft grassy glade, from the sward of which there 
rose on one side a low rocky wall, its upper edge 
hung with tresses of woven creeper and wildflower ; 
and in the fece of this rock beneath was carved out, 
the chisel marks yet fresh upon its lintels, the gate- 
way of the rich man's tomb. Silently and hastily 
the company came hither with their load — ^hastily, 
for although they had obtained Pontius Pilate's leave, J 

• John XX. 18. 

1* John xix. 41 ; Matt xxvii. 60 ; Luke xxiiL 53 ; John xix. 88. 

t Mark xy. 42. 
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the task was yet not without its peril, and the sun- 
set was fading fast. Stooping at once, therefore, 
through the low doorway, they entered the first 
chamber or vestibule — from that, they passed into 
the larger cell of the dead beyond — and there, upon 
a stone shelf, hewn into the back-wall, and close 
shrouded by the vaulting rock above, they stretched 
out the Awful Form — they sprinkled the Hnen gar- 
ment they had wrapped about it, fold after fold, with 
thick dust of spices — they swathed the wounded 
brows upon their pillow — ^they lingered and retreated, 
lingered and retreated again, — then went forth one by 
one, slowly, and swung the stone door of the grave 
round on its pivot till it fell, firm as the rock itself, 
into the socket — and, no doubt with some breath of 
prayer to heaven, parted on their way, leaving their 
dead Lord to His rest. Two figures for a while sat 
dimly beneath the gloom over against the sepulchre 
— ^they were Mary Magdalene and the other Mary, 
and they could not, till the last moment, abandon the 
spot where they felt their very hearts were buried ; * 
but the night was deepening, and the last pallor 
of sunset long gone — and they, too, at length turned 
away — and in the garden there was nought now but 
the loneliness and quiet of death. 

So, in this quiet, the watches of the night ran on, 
and by and by the Passover morning broke over 

• Matt, zxyii. 61. 
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mount and city. The trampling and the cries of 
many pUgrims, hurrying past on the highway, smote 
the ear ; and, as the day waxed to its noon, the hum 
of the great over-crowded city rose like the breath 
of a sea. On the steeps of Olivet, shaggy with 
their gardens, were seen swarming forth hundreds of 
strangers, for whom the city had no room, and who 
had pitched their dark tents among the trees : the 
hour of high rite and worship in the Temple drew 
on : and presently, from off the area of the city, as the 
sun burs' upon It in his splendour, tower ILa pin- 
•nacle and roof flashing into flame, there rolled up into 
the blue air the great incense clouds of sacrifice 
before God, and the chant of ten thousand voices, in 
their grand Hebrew hymns, floated far off into the 
depth of heaven. But through all these sacred hours, 
and apart from all the gorgeous tumult, like some 
hidden haven by the edge of a foaming deep, there 
lay the little glade in the garden, and, closed within 
its rock, the quiet grave ! 
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But the sleep of the quiet grave was about shortly 
to be broken. 

The last rays of the Passover sunset were lingering 
on the crest of Golgotha, when the tramp of an 
armed band rang on the high-road near: and, the 
ruddy light caught on their headpieces and scarlet 
cloaks, a company of Eoman soldiers thrust their 
way through the vine thickets and came out beneath 
the gray olives overshadowing the Eedeemer's grave. 
They were a watch-band, under orders of the Chief 
Priests and Pharisees — ^the latter having made re- 
quest of Pontius Pilate, as soon as the Passover rites 
were done, that the sepulchre where they had been 
informed Christ was buried might be put under 
ward. Their reason was, that He had said, " On the 
third day I will rise again !" — and since it was now 
nearing the time He had thus set, and lest by some 
theft of the body His disciples might colourably 
bring His words to pass, they were bent, in their 
yet imsated malignity, on baffling the prophecy and 
keeping their Victim in the dust. Several of the 
priestly caste, therefore, led the company of soldiers ; 
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and, as they were drawn up at the grave's mouth, 
these advanced to the stone that closed it, wound a 
cord in strong loops about it, and with sealing clay 
fastened it and sealed it to the rock Assurance 
thus, as they supposed, was made doubly sure ; and, 
with a parting charge to the rough heathen keepers 
whoni they planted in a ring round the place, these 
men of holy office gathered up their robes, and in a 
dark gleam of triumph went their way. It seemed, 
indeed, as if in all this they had had a presentiment 
of truer knowledge than the disciples of Jesus, or the 
women we have seen weeping hopelessly over His 
death. They, at this time, had no glimmering even 
that their Lord would rise again. Yet here were the 
Sanhedrists keen upon the thought of it — ^not even 
the high services of the Passover-day having had 
power to blot the memory of Christ's saying out — 
and these services no sooner closed than they were 
away in eagerness to lock the Dead up in death twice 
over. But after all, it was only the ear of hate 
sharper, as it always is, than the ear of love. Hate 
catches up the words, deeds, looks, that glide over 
the trustfulness and tenderness of love. Hate drags 
out a meaning, where love in its childlike simplicity 
is as one quiet asleep. So what was lost to the 
disciples, leaning with their deep, unexamining love 
on Christ, was not lost on the quivering ear and the 
burning fierceness of His enemies, the Chief Priests. 
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They seized up His lightest syllable that felL They 
gnashed on His every word, as on arrows that had 
struck them, and were rankling in their wounds. 
While, therefore, Christ's saying, " On the third day 
I will rise again !" had escaped the apprehension of 
His own followers — ^strangely enough it had rung 
ominously in His adversaries' hearing; and, remem^ 
bering it as the Passover sun went down, they were 
moved still to track Him they hated, where by His 
words He had seemed to dare them to follow — even 
into the world of the dead. It thus came about, 
that they rested not till they had brought the Eoman 
soldiers and set their seal upon His grave. 

The hours, then, of that memorable night wore on. 
They were not a little disturbed and wild ; for the 
portents there had been, two days before, of earth- 
quake, darkness, and opening of graves, had left their 
traces in earth, air. and sky, like the broken suigings 
that come after a storm.* So the pallid moon shot a 
hurried glimpse now and again upon the scene. 
Sometimes a weapon clanked, or a rugged word was 
spoken telling that the lips had learned their speech 
on the far banks of the Tiber ; but for the most part, 
uneasy though the night hung about them, the sen- 
tries stood or sat beneath the trees still as bronze. 
Who could tell what mystery was nigh to them, there 
in the rocky grave ? We cannot even now trace its 

* Matt. xxyIL 51 ; Mark zv. 38 ; Matt, xxvii. 57. 
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mighty secret. We cannot mark out the path whither 
the absent spirit of the Dead had been. We only 
know that the body lay there in its stone cell truly 
dead ; but what deeps, in the great interval, the Ee- 
deemer's spirit pierced, what deeds it achieved, what 
victories it wrought in the realm of hell and death, 
what salvation it may have carried into the circle of 
other worlds — ^these things are veiled beyond our 
ken : or, if the veil is snatched aside for one mo- 
ment's glance into the depths, they are seen to be 
depths infinite— depths for which we have no plumb- 
line, and on which roll shapes of awfulness intract- 
able to human grasp and speech for ever. So too the 
coming back of the absent spirit smote not on ear or 
eye. No footfall was heard upon the sepulchre floor 
— no taper light was there in the chamber to reveal 
how the gliding life gleamed into its earthly shrine 
again — ^how the body rose in this the first kindling 
of the resurrection. All waB secret as the birth of 
day : or as the shedding of the dew : or as the first 
curl of the wind upon the far-off waves. We can 
say nought but that one moment there was there on 
its altar the cold form of death : so it lay, even as it 
had been offered on the cross to God : next moment, 
as with the ancient sacrifices, the quickening fire 
from heaven streamed upon it, and the bed was 
empty, and the rock-hewn dwelling was tenantless 
—the Lord had risen and was gone ! 
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True, some time later in the night, signs were given 
of the dread event. An earthquake shook the barriers 
of the grave as though they had been leaves — flight 
poured on the spot in a flood from heaven — and one 
of the angel squadron, who were no doubt wheeling 
roimd the resurrection cradle of our Lord as they had 
himg over the cradle of His birth, took a shape of ter- 
ror, and descended and rolled back the stone from the 
grave's mouth, and sat upon it, — "his countenance 
Uke Hghtning, and his raiment white as snow," so 
that, for fear of him, the keepers fell to the earth as 
dead men .♦ These signs were given, not of the rising 
itself, but to reveal to men, friend and enemy alike, 
that the rising had taken place, and that He who 
could not be holden, either of death or hell, was gone. 
And also, had there been a vision there gifted with a 
supernatural light, it would have beheld yet further 
tokens of the Eedeemer's triumph. It might not 
haply have beheld Himself in the changed body of 
His resurrection, as the prophet beheld Him, "coming 
from Edom, with dyed garments from Bozrah, glo- 
rious in His apparel, travelling in the greatness of 
His strength, speaking in righteousness, mighty to 
save ; '' f but at the least, it would have seen — what 
the evangelist tells us not a few in the holy city saw — 
the saints whose slumber in their graves the death of 
Christ on the cross had broken, and who now in His 

* Matt xxyiii. 2-4. f Isaiah Ixiii. i. 



26 " RESURGAM ! " 

resurrection came forth also from the dust, as though, 
in such drawing after Him of first-fruits from the 
dead, He were like some strong reaper returning 
from the harvest field. His garments bearing on them, 
half unconsciously, thick scatterings from the sheaves 
His sickle had cut down. But with all these after 
tokens given of the change from death to life — ^from 
the Christ slain and buried to the Clu*ist risen and 
become the King of glory— of the change itself, I re- 
peat, nought was made palpable. It was the deed of 
Grod stealing through the grave — ^making darkness 
light, the dwelling of decay the open gate of resur- 
rection — ^but silent and impalpable as that other work 
of God which sheds its mystery within the dead soul : 
which wakens us through a second birth into spiri- 
tual resurrection : which, after the very pattern of 
Jesus raised from the dead, raises us into newness of 
life. Who can detect the working ? Who can follow 
the footsteps of the Spirit as He walks the waters of 
the sold ? Who can take part in His counsel as He 
broods upon the face of the deep, and at His word 
the void of darkness gives place, like a fleeing sha- 
dow, to the wave of light ? We can only say, in the 
words of Christ, " The wind bloweth where it listeth, 
and thou hearest the sound thereof, but canst not tell 
whence it cometh and whither it goeth ; so is every 
one that is bom of the Spirit ! " 

So in that rocky nook ujider Golgotha broke the 
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first billow of resurrection over the hitherto impass- 
able threshold between death and life, and there 
was whispered in the ear what was by and by to be 
proclaimed on the housetops — the fulfilment of the 
memorable words, '' I wiU rise again !" 



tf 



CHAPTEE IV. 

Mnit^ing for % ^ato„. 



But, simultaneous with the watch around the grave 
of Christ, there was another watch set that night 
in deep intentness within the city. It was a watch 
at once of sorrow and of love — sorrow that the death 
on Golgotha, some hours before, had extinguished 
all of hope on earth — yet love, strong even as this 
death : many waters could not quench it, neither 
could the floods drown it. Probably the group was 
to be found most of the night through seated on the 
open roof of their dwelling, and gazing over its low 
parapet eastward to catch the first touches of the 
dawn ; for it was a group composed of Mary Magda- 
lene, and Mary the mother of Jesus, and the other 
two or three Galilean women who had followed Jesus 
to the last; and, within her long dark robes, each 
bore a vessel laden with prepared spice she had 
bought and mixed soon as the Passover sun had 
set, and whose treasure now she held waiting for 
the earliest daylight that she might hurry to the 
grave and pour it on the body of her Lord.* It had 
been a preparation on which the whole of their 

* Luke zziiL 56 ; Mark xvi. 1. 
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simple hearts was bent; and in the mingUng of the 
spices doubtless they had mingled many tears; for 
the thought must have been present to them that it 
but remained to them, by their new anointing of 
their Ix)rd, to repair the hasty burial of the Passover 
eve. Then they must say an utter farewell, and the 
last bond between Him and them would be broken 
for ever ! 

Now, then, they thus kept their lonely vigil on the 
housetop. The night lingered long, and no rim of 
daybreak yet was visible. From their watch-tower 
they could see the line of the far-distant mountain 
ridge of Moab, where the dark wall ran along the 
heavens : but its edge was still hung thickly with the 
sackcloth of the night. Did their eyes then turn 
upon the compass of the dim city round them ? If 
so, it was a picture not to be forgotten. The night, 
as I have said, was wild and troubled. The Paschal 
moon waded through hurrying rack, that, as it flew 
across the heavens, now cast huge sweeping shadows, 
and again, through a sudden rent, let down a fitful 
splendour on the city and its hiUs, that, quick as it 
shed itself abroad, vanished. Far and near lay the 
densely-planted streets, dark as the rows of some 
lightli forest. The^. however, rising from the 
gloom, soared the tall pile of the Fortress of Antonia, 
sentinel at that time of all Jerusalem. Behind it 
crowded the broad ix)ofs and cloisters of the Temple — 
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their beams in a flash of moonlight shewing for a 
moment white as snow. Southward, tower after 
tower loomed out dimly in their spectre lines. Some- 
times, as on the noble mass of Herod the Great's 
palace, there rested, as the moonshine passed over 
it, a burnished flame. Sometimes the hasty rays 
glittered on some roof or pinnacle with diamond 
point, and then were gone. Then the outline of the 
guardian mountains round about Jerusalem rose in 
their vast background sweep. Especially there — 
across the deep cut of the Valley of Jehoshaphat— 
there himg impending like a wall the famed steeps 
of the Mount of Olives ; while beyond it stiU, and 
far off — with the perpetual mystery of the Jordan 
river and the chasm of the Dead Sea between — far 
off, yet looking always near, there towered the forms 
of the desert hiUs of Moab. 

There was no dream at that moment among the 
Galilean sisterhood of watchers that, in all that 
striking scene, they were more than a few nameless 
units. They were but mourning a dead Lord. They 
wished no more than to be allowed to weep a while 
at His grave. And on this errand they were but 
waiting for the natural dawn that they might go 
forth. But to us who live after the event, and can 
look back and see somewhat in the manner in which 
(Jod's eye read the features of the hour, the attitude 
of these simple women-watchers rises into th^ sub* 




34 WATCHING FOR THE DAWN. 

lime. Unconscious as they were of it, they were 
reaUy watching for a great spiritual dawn. The 
light of God's glorious day was near. The flood- 
gates were about, in the coming forth of Jesus from 
the dead, to open, and the flood to burst, that should 
cover the whole earth as the waters cover the sea ; 
and while Jerusalem in its thousands slept around 
them, — ^while " all the mighty heart was lying still," 
— these four or five women from the wilds of Gralilee 
were the only witnesses awake upon the scene, — 
they were the first to feel, however confusedly, the 
touch of God, — the first to move forward into the 
frontiers of the light. We therefore cannot help 
tliinking that their watch was one of great spiiitual 
sublimity. Only compare it with the watch we keep 
for Christ's second coming in the full light of noon. 
They were like the boat putting off into an un- 
lighted, stormy deep, for they had nothing but the 
feeble lamp of their own love to throw even a flicker 
on the dark waters — yet they blenched not at the 
risk or darkness, but, full of their one purpose to 
find and to anoint their Lord, they went out upon 
the wave. We, on the other hand, are as the strong, 
full-manned ship launched on the open sea, and in 
the fairest noon. There is not even a shadow on our 
path across the deep. We see the track by which 
our Lord has gone, and by which, in His glorious 
beauty, He will come again. Yet idly, alas 1 hang 
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OUT sails upon the mast, — idly rocks the ship at its 
earthly moorings, — deep the anchor holds by its 
fastenings to the world that now is. No earnest gird- 
ing up for the great voyage, — no eager longing strain- 
ing its gaze across the wave, — no frequent parting 
outward from the harbour, heart and soul, so to 
speak, kept ever ready for the flight, and the lips 
murmuring ever and anon, " Even so, come. Lord 
Jesus ! " Who, with all the flood of his Christian 
teaching round him, equals the intensity, the self- 
abandonment, the nobleness of the poor Galilean 
sisters in their midnight watch? — realises what a 
brink he trembles on? — ^how soon the feet of God 
may stand upon the earth? — how even now the 
warning is abroad alike in the voice of our changing 
life and in the voice of our near and certain death ? 
— " The night is far spent, the day is at hand ; let us 
therefore cast off the works of darkness, and let ns 
put on the armour of light ! " 

Thus, then, the women we have pictured on the 
house-roof stood facing with an ardent outlook to the 
east. At last they were rewarded; for, gradually 
severing itself from the broken pallors scattered by 
the flying moonshine, there arose behind the Moabite 
range a faint but steady upshoot of light, and, as it 
rounded itself fan-like on the heavens, the watchers 
knew it to be the beckoning of the dawn. In silence 
they glided from their post, — they extinguished the 




Through the deep archway of the city gate, open 
even at that hour, they passed out on the broad high- 
road, and were fast nearing the point of all their 
thoughts — ^when all at once there occurred to them a 
fear which we may marvel had not struck them with 
its force long ere now. But it was with them as it 
has been numberlessly with others, who, in the pro- 
found intensity with which they have set heart on 
some great deed or object, have dreamt not of aught 
to hold them back. They have fastened the gaze 
passionately only on the end they strained after; and 
not till they have been about to leap into the very 
breach has there flashed on them some obvious con- 
sideration colder judgments would have taken credit 
for calling up from the beginning. So the women, 
in their one purpose of going forth to strew spices on 
their Lord, had recollected not till now the great 
stone rolled into the doorway of His grave ! It was 
not only great in size, but, two nights before, two of 
them at least had seen it thrust into its groove by the 
strong hands of men, and riveted there as though 
it were a portion of the rock. How could their 
feeble women's hands, then, move tbfe barrier away ? 
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" Who," said they amongst themselves, and their 
hearts must have sunk somewhat at the thought — 
*' who shall roll us away the stone fix)m the door of 
the sepulchre ? " * 

They were by this time on the edge of the gar- 
den shrubbery, and suddenly an answer came. The 
ground shivered violently beneath their feet — down 
behind the screen of trees there shot a great light — 
and in a moment after, breaking through the vine 
thickets, and hunying past them as in flight, a band 
of armed men rushed upon the highway, and with 
rapid steps and short guttural cries to one another, 
ran in the direction of the city. What meant these 
startling signs ? Was it human doing, or were they 
signs from heaven? We can conceive a minute's 
bewilderment and terror; yet also we can conceive 
how the love of the sisterhood mounted with the 
peril — tha;t they would not be turned back, but, on 
the contrary, trembling as they were, pressed down 
into the garden, that they might behold the end. 
By this time the strange light had faded, and was 
gone. Nought now was aroimd the grave but the 
gray dimness of the dawn. But it was enough to 
shew them awfuUy the stone they had talked of 
rolled away, and the entrance into the chamber of the 

* Mark xvi. 3. The narrative, as I here venture to arrange it, 
seems most naturally to meet the different points recorded by the 
different evangelists 
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dead open ! Who of the group was the first to pene- 
trate into the shrine ? We cannot doubt it was the 
ardent Mary Magdalene. No lamp was within to 
light her, but she had tender, quivering hands to feel 
— ^to feel all around the cold prison-house — to touch 
first in deepest reverence, and then, as the void met 
her, to thrust in wild dismay into the stone recess in 
which she knew the body of the Lord had been 
stretched. The bed was empty, the Tenant of the 
grave was gone 1* Straightway wild thoughts filled 
her brain. Alas, alas, who had rent the shrine — who 
had stolen what was to her the very treasure of the 
world ? Had that shaking of the ground been in the 
doing of the deed ? Had that light been the light of 
robbery? Had these flying men been the plunderers of 
the grave ? If so, where had the corpse been taken ? 
Did the priests grudge it even its rest in death ? Had 
they sent while men slept and torn it from where 
kind hands had laid it, that they might cast it out 
among the bodies of the crucified in unhallowed 
ground? Probably these were the burning ques- 
tions of her grief; and, struck with the further 
thought that her weak woman's wit was all in vain, 
that it was an emergency demanding both the stout 
hands and hearts of men, she no less probably ex- 
claimed .to her companions she would run into the 
city to the house of John and Peter, and even while 

* Luke xxiv. 3, 4. 
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f 

she said so, darting away by the garden path, she 
was gone. 

How much better had Mary, even in this the agi- 
tation of her love, given her heart a minute's pause 
to still itself. At that very instant, had she but 
known it, her very garments brushed on the Invisible 
— another quieter search within the tomb and the 
messengers of heaven would have stood before her — 
haply the hidden Lord Himself might have thrust the 
veil aside, as He did later in the morning, and called 
her by her name. But her haste lost her the blessed 
vision. Just as we find that often the very organs 
by which we are meant to reach those things we 
most desire, by their own sudden tumult strangely 
defeat themselves. If, for example, we enter rashly 
into the tempered light where we are promised some 
spectacle of softness and beauty, the eyes, through 
the throbbing of their own eagerness, may literally 
for a time see not, and the beauteousness before us 
be a blank. Or if we come hurriedly and excitedly 
into the presence of a low stream of sweet music, the 
tingling of our own ears may at the first lose for us 
its charm. Or, in the higher field of mind, again — it 
is a well-known story how a great discoverer, verg- 
ing to the brink of one of his discoveries — ^with the 
vision of a glorious law just rising on him-rgrew so 
agitated in the excess of his emotion, that, in the 
few last calculations needed to complete his task. 
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hand and brain alike failed him — ^he was compelled to 
call another to his aid — and for the time, with his prize 
there trembling within his grasp, all was helplessness 
and vacancy ! So Mary Magdalene shut the heavenly 
vision out by the very tumult of her thoughts. The 
quiet heart that could alone have seen her Lord was 
drowned. As in like maimer the hurry of our own 
emotions after God is often the thing that most sig- 
nally bafiles us. For instance, in the ardour of ex- 
citing work for God we so put the whole soul into a 
fever, that no stiU hour or spot is left where He can 
touch us with the deeper touches of His grace. We 
labour for Him, but we mourn while we labour that 
in the inward heart there is little better than a spi- 
ritual waste. Or, in the vehemence of prayer, the 
throbbing of our own unregulated pulses, if we check 
them not, shuts out the gliding down to us of the 
light and voice fix)m heaven ; and for all our watch- 
ing unto prayer, we are made to grieve that spiritually 
the skies above us remain as brass and the earth 
beneath us iron. Or in that strange excitement often 
springing up out of the life steeped in suffering or 
trial, we fly with our tale and our expectations to 
God ; but the very disorder of the soul with which 
we go blindly into His presence makes that presence 
like the cold dark grave to us, and we knock and 
seek in vain. Who that has had trial of any real 
effort of the soul after God, but more or less can tell 
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the truth of these things ? God would have us re- 
press the burning excesses of our own rash-bom 
thoughts, if we would enjoy the rarest visions of His 
love. He would have us, when we draw nigh to 
Him, be as the angels are in heaven ; for while they 
serve Him in heart with the passion of burning fire, 
yet before the throne they veil heart and face beneath 
their wings, that in the stillness of that awful wor- 
sliip His love may fall on them like light ! In a 
word, He would have us learn the lesson — and where 
we shrink from learning of ourselves, He often lays 
a hand of sorrow, sickness, trial on the heart, until, 
repressed into holy patience, it does learn the lesson — 
that " it is good that a man should both hope and 
quietly wait for the salvation of the Lord.*' 

Mary Magdalene lacked as yet this wisdom given 
of God. Her very eagerness lost her the golden 
moment of discovery : and, leaving her sister-watchers 
abruptly, as we have seen, she was speeding away 
on her flight into the city. 
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S|r« %,nQd ^trarir. 



But hardly had she thus fled, when the others left 
behind were startled by the sudden shedding of a 
stream of light within the grave. The manner of 
the vision seems to have been this : — The women 
were hovering in and out, in their perplexity, about 
the rocky portal ; one or two within the shadow of the 
entrance vestibule, one or two outside the threshold 
casting anxious eyes into the garden gloom. When the 
inner chamber of the tomb then was lit up, those 
next it saw standing beneath the ribbed vault two 
figures in shining garments. Those further off 
caught sight of only one of these figures, as in angelic 
fairness he appeared to rise from the stone couch 
where Christ had lain, and over which he had been 
keeping unseen guard.* The dazzling apparition 
scared the poor Gralileans at the first. They knew 
not who these glorious ones could be. They knew 
not that as the uprising, but stUl hidden sun sends 
herald clouds before him shot with gold, so here their 
hidden but approaching Lord had sent to them these 
His light- vestured messengers before His face. In 

* Luke xxiv. 4 ; Mark xvi. 6 ; comp. Matt. xxviiL 6. 
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their terror, therefore, and with all the rapidity of 
Eastern impulse, they fell on the sepulchre floor, 
their faces to the ground. 

"Why," said one of the angelic train, his voice 
we may be sure gentle and silvery as that of one 
familiar in heavenly choirs — " why seek ye the Living 
among the dead?" 

There was and could be no reply. It was a thing 
— ^this mighty question — ^that came on the ears indeed 
of these simple pilgrims to whom it was addressed ; 
but was only as the rush of great bewilderment 
within their hearts. They had come with spices for 
a dead Lord — ^what was this, of not merely a living 
Lord, but of " the Living V — One not merely imper- 
ishable, but One Who was in Himself the very deptli 
of life, and from Whom all other life whatsoever was 
but borrowed ; so that the Branch they had thought 
cut off, cast out, and dead, was the root of all myriad 
trees of human life, whose shadow filled the earth — 
the Current they had thought dried and lost, was the 
fountain-head of all the ten thousand times ten 
thousand human streams — ^the Light they had thought 
put out in darkness, was the one fire-torch kindling 
the whole circle of being in the heavens above and in 
the earth beneath ! I mean not that such a broad 
apprehension of the truth, or aught approaching to 
it, seized the minds of the Galilean sisters all at 
once. But the great word — " the Living " — used by 
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the angel speaker must, at least, have struck a new 
inlet through their thoughts. The dim hope of they 
knew not what, that had hovered probably behind 
the darkest moment of their sorrow, now took shape, 
and came tremblingly forward into light. They 
started to see the veil snatched off the habitation of 
the dead, and Him they sought no longer there — a 
mournful fate indeed for them if, by any possibiHty 
they had found Him in the cold cerements of death, 
still there — but Him, the Living, that could not be 
holden in such a dwelling-place, escaped, and nought 
now there save dust and ashes. They started then, as 
we should start, were the veil snatched off our busy 
daily life in the world on which our hearts are set 
with so deep an intentness — and we saw it as it 
really is, hoUow as death — and the living portion of 
the soul such that it never can be found there. Or, 
were the veil thrown off the dead formalities and 
ordinances we hold by in religious things — and 
from the heart of prayers, worship, Bibles, churches, 
we heard as from a tomb, "Why seek ye the 
living among the dead?" Or were boasted intellect 
and genius, and the strength of the natural heart 
many think enough and more to meet aU the 
problems of life, and of death — were these uncov- 
ered to the core, and we beheld their mockery and 
folly such as might be crushed before the moth. 
Nothing in our way on earth would so startle us as 
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these and other like discoveries, that any moment any 
insight fix)m above might make for us — arresting us in 
our vain confidences, in our blind quests, in our ab- 
sorbed grasping after shadows — shewing us that the 
best earthly portion without the living Jesus in it is 
a blank and noisome grave — that the soul's true por- 
tion, even that living Lord, cannot possibly be found 
amongst the dead — that most melancholy indeed, 
would it be for us if rest and blessedness were to be 
had there, in the dead things we seek after — ^that, 
out of, and above all that is earthly, we must look 
yonder where Jesus is, and our heart go out to Him, 
saying, "Whom have I in heaven but Thee? and 
there is none upon earth that I desire beside Thee. 
My flesh and my heart faileth; but Grod is the 
strength of my heart, and my portion for ever !" So 
was the women's dream of anointing a dead Lord 
broken ; and their eyes were bidden look elsewhere 
than in the ashes of the grave. 

But, as though not to repel them by a too abrupt 
discovery, the angel-specJcer, by his next words> 
soothed and quieted their fears. He began at the 
humble details in which their understanding would 
follow, and he touched a chord also that immediately 
went vibrating through their hearts. 

" Fear not ye," said he ; " for I know that ye seek 
Jesus of Nazareth, which was crucified. He is not 
here, but is risen. Kemember how He spake to you 
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when He was yet in Galilee, saying, The Son of man 
must be delivered into the hands of sinful men, and 
be crucified, and the third day rise again. Come, see 
the place where the Lord lay !'• 

And with that, as with a gesture waving back light 
into the stone recess, he shewed them the very bed 
fresh from its sacred burden, but its space, save for 
the linen clothes, empty, and the Form that had pressed 
It gone. Was the tale not made touching even through 
its simple telling ? Lest the first mention of the Living 
One should transcend the palpitating thoughts too far, 
there was a beginning made, so to speak, in the very- 
dust. Their lowly object in being there at all was 
named, and made the key to all. Then all their 
lowly impressions of Christ were touched — the Man 
Christ Jesus — ^the Master they had seen dwelling in 
His poor estate in Nazareth — the Jesus they had fol- 
lowed to His death upon the tree — the Jesus Who had 
loved and blessed them, and Whom now their love had 
come seeking in His grave. Then plainly it was said 
this Jesus was no longer there, but risen. Had they 
no memory of His words to them a few days before 
His passion? — did these words not now strangely 
quicken in them? — did the tones that had passed im- 
heeded not now strangely thrill with life ? And as 
thus, step by step, the story was linked on through the 
current of their own thoughts from earth to heaven — 
fipom the grave to life — ^was it not touching how they 



52 THE ANGEL GUARD. 

were led up from their lowliness to stand face to face 
with the burst of truth, and in God's light to behold 
light ? As similarly we, in drawing nigh to Christ, 
have often to adore the gracious dealing of our God. 
If we were met all at once by the temple opened in 
heaven, and the majesty of an ascended Christ flkshed 
upon us, we should recoil in hopelessness — it would 
be to us what it would have been to Jacob in his 
dream, had he seen the glory of the Lord high above 
him, and the ladder let down a few steps below the 
sky, but there broken off, and aU the gidf between 
that and his sleeping spot on earth a void. But in 
His tender manner God begins with us at the lowest 
starting-point. He seizes on the faint spark of true 
desire within the soul — not for worlds would He 
quench that smoking flax or break that bruised reed. 
But entering into that, within all the shadows of our 
ignorance and misapprehensions, He whispers, " Fear 
not ye ! " He puts that, — the first round of the ladder, 
so to speak, — firmly on the eaith — then another step 
higher He conducts us, teaching us through the 
medium of all the impressions and associations we 
have had of Jesus — till these expand into ideas 
more spiritual — ^till one round of the ladder rises 
on into another — till at last we see it set com- 
plete between earth and heaven, and we ascend 
by it in the courage and the ardour of our faith, 
and we reach the splendour of His presence, and 
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"we see His face and bear His name upon our 
foreheads ! " 

But the message fix)m beyond the grave was not yet 
done. These crowded discoveries were haply hurry- 
ing the minds of the simple Galileans too fast ; and 
to give them the remedy of action — ^to give them one 
dear tangible point on which to settle down — ^the 
angel added now — "Go quickly and tell the dis- 
ciples, and Peter, that He [the Lord] is risen from the 
dead ; and, behold, He goeth before you into Galilee ; 
there shall ye see Him : lo, I have told you ! " 

It was like a kindly familiar voice waking the 
sisters from an awful dream. Tliey knew now at least 
whither they should turn and what they should do. 
On the mysteries of the grave God would in good 
time throw more light afterwards ; meantime here was 
their work distinctly given them. It was with fear 
and great joy— the two mingUng in a mental tumult 
such as David speaks of when he, in the blessedness 
of near communion with God, " rejoiced with trem- 
bling ;" — ^it was with fear and great joy they sprang 
back from the angels out into the twilight, and, 
parting from the holy scene, ran to bring the disciples 
word. And as they ran and talked breathlessly, how 
that expression especially, — " He goeth before you into 
Oalilee," — ^must have moved them ! Not in Jeinisalem 
where He had been betrayed and cast out and slain, 
but in their own Galilee whence they had followed 
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Him SO far — ^there, in the shadow of their old homes, 
on the green hillsides where He had taught, by the 
waters of their beauteous sea — there He had chosen 
the ground on which His feet should tread again, and 
His form, risen fix)m the dead, be seen. And yet, 
more than all that, the word, — " He goeth before you," 
— ^was a volume in itself. To Eastern ears it was the 
very phrase used to express the shepherd's going be- 
fore — Pleading, calling to him, gathering — his flock on 
the green pastures or beside the still waters. It was 
the very phrase Jesus Himself used when He had 
spoken, in other days, of Himself as the Good Shep- 
herd : and as knowing His sheep, and they knowing 
Him: and, by the charm between them, following 
Him. Were not the Galileans stirred at the touch- 
ing of that tender key ? Was the picture not in a 
moment conjured up, of the beloved Lord yielded 
back to them again ? And as, but a few days before, 
in darkness and sorrow. He, the Shepherd, had been 
smitten, and the sheep had been scattered, — so now 
was there not before them the image of that Holy 
One standing on their native hills, gathering back in 
one the dispersed company — drawing them again to 
Himself — ^binding up their sorrows — turning their 
dismay and darkness, as of old, into joy ? 

Truly such, I think, must have been the gladness 

of the women as, in their haste, passing the city gates, 

they to ok the nearest paths in quest of the disciples. 
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And who in this day, even in his sorest trouble, can- 
not enter somewhat into the exultation of their 
thoughts ? Who that has Jesus for his portion but 
knows the suggestiveness, the unspeakable depth of 
meaning in that,-^'' He goeth before you ?" He leadeth 
you — He gathereth aU your scattered life into Him- 
self — He binds up your broken heart — ^your lost trea- 
sures He restores again ! Who knows not that, with- 
out Him, the stricken soul never would revive — that 
what we have lost of things dear to us on earth would 
be lost for ever — ^that the hopes we have had snatched 
from us, and the fair openings of our life we have had 
overcast and darkened, would come to us no more ? 
And who knows not, on the other hand, the change 
from darkness into light — in that angel message, 
"He goeth before you!" whispering always in the 
ear the assurance, true as we live and breathe, that, 
in aU times and things, the worst hour as well as the 
brightest, we have Jesus, Shepherd and Bishop of our 
soul ? What slips from our hold He takes up — ^what 
is washed from us of our earthly treasure out into the 
deep He rescues — ^what perplexes us He unravels — 
what seems to shatter and wreck us He restrains 1 
In a word, in aU life He gathers us in His great 
mercy, if we but knew it, to His own heart : in death 
the fragments of our work and way on earth, — for 
fragments they are at the best, — He brings safe to 
shore : and then, beyond, when the cloud is lifted, we 
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behold it in the fulness of the heavenly state, that in 
Jesus all we have lost is given us again — for of His 
flock led into glory, it is said : — " They are before the 
throne of God, and serve Him day and night in His 
temple: and He that sitteth on the throne shall 
dwell among them. They shall hunger no more, 
neither thirst any more ; neither shall the sun light 
on them, nor any heat. For the Lamb which is in 
the midst of the throne shall feed them, and shall 
lead them unto Uving fountains of waters ; and God 
shall wipe away all tears from their eyes ! " 



CHAPTER VII. 



^^ HW bnth ta (§olsot^n. 



But we must now follow the flying footsteps of Mary 
Magdalene into the city. 

Straight through the streets she hurried to the 
lodging of John and Peter .♦ Not only would this 
dwelling be well known to the company of the dis- 
ciples, on account of the position of substance John 
seems to have held amongst them ; but by reason of 
its roof, at this special time, being the shelter under 
which, according to the dying legacy of Jesus on the 
cross. His mother had found refuge. Then, as to 
Peter, the bond between him and John was such as 
knit the two peculiarly together. Their characters 
stood out in strong contrast — yet, deep betwixt the 
two hearts, there was the subtle flow of a common 
love, and a common devotion to the Lord of Whom 
they had been bereft. They had signalled to one 
another in the startling scene of the Last Supper. 
They had been side by side in the Garden. They had 
made their way together into the HaU of Judgment. 
John had not been far off when Peter fell into his 
awful sin. And now, maintaining the same close 
relationship — their unspoken understanding such, 

* John zz. 2. 




60 THE FLIGHT BACK TO GOLGOTHA. 

that the one character seemed as if it would subsist 
not except by finding its help and complement in 
the other — ^the two Mends dwelt in their sorrow 
under one roof. 

Thither Mary Magdalene in her half despair came. 
We can easily picture the start with which the two 
men would rise at the pale, dishevelled vision : John, 
as tradition has taught us, shewing a face of chiselled 
beauty, Ids long locks escaping on his shoulders 
with an almost feminine profusion, but in his eyes 
that depth and piercingness which revealed the in- 
dwelling soul of power, and won for him the name of 
" eagle-eyed :" Peter, as tradition also has taught us, 
with his grizzled hair and beard falling round fea- 
tures that had been roughened by toil and weather, 
but beneath whose lines, and specially within the 
dark-gleaming eyes, might have been detected the 
secret of more than a woman's softness and tears. 
So they met their countrywoman, as, with her strange 
message, she held out her hands — not speaking loudly, 
for the house was in a dim hush — ^there was the felt 
presence of Her in it whose grief was more than all 
theirs together — ^who at that moment, in her solitude, 
haply was bowed in spirit, feeling, as has been beauti- 
fully said by an early Christian poet, that 

'* AU the world's consolation was Aer woe ! " 

"They have taken away the Lord," exclaimed 
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Mary ; " they have taken away the Lord out of the 
sepulchre, and we know not where they have laid 
Him?" 

Who were " they ? " Mary herself, if questioned, 
could not have told. It was the sombre drawing of 
her fears, too dread to utter. But enough was said 
to kindle Peter and John, not with wonder only, but 
alarm. So, losing not an instant, they betook them- 
selves with speed on their way to Golgotha. Mary, 
we may presimie, followed ; but her exhaustion and 
her sorrow must have made her flight back so feeble 
that it is probable she was left in the dim half-thronged 
streets far behind. 

A singular rivalry now marked the race of the two 
(Jalilean men. At first, no doubt, abreast, presently 
John outran Peter. Not, I think, that John's youth 
and nimbleness gave him advantage over the weight 
of Peter's years, but rather that the deep well of 
vehemence that lay under the placid softness of John 
come now, in its greatly moved passion, into play — 
whereas, with Peter, whom we think of always as 
most forward, there was perhaps ardour not less pure 
and deep, but while more the ordinary temper of the 
man, less capable of that strength of outburst mark- 
ing the occasional deeds of John. We know how 
common this startling contrast is among ourselves — 
how some usually quiet and meditative nature, when 
fairly awoke, sends up an impassioned glow, beside 
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which, the character of a steady intensity and fire 
pales to weakness. So in the flight to Golgotha. The 
delicately-moulded John outsped the strong-limbed 
Peter. And, by the high-road we have more than 
once already seen traversed, he was first to shake 
aside the garden bushes and to reach the grave. 

Here yet another curious light was thrown on the 
two men.* John, although first, ventured not to 
pass in. He but stooped at the sacred entrance, 
and intently looked in. Peter, on the other hand, 
left behind in their rivalry of speed, soon a3 he 
arrived upon the scene, went, without pause, into the 
sepulchre's depths. Was it that the love of John, 
like the hasty summer brook, failed as quick as it 
had overflowed — that, exhausted in its own too rapid 
impulse, at the last great step it halted and fell short — 
while the truer current of Peter's love carried him 
into the very shrine where the Redeemer had been 
asleep? Surely not. Bather it was that, at the 
holy threshold, up from beneath his eager agitation 
came now the reverential spirit that dwelt with such 
power in John. How dared he rashly tread these 
precincts ? Did he not know, as none else knew, 
what it had been to lean on the bosom of the Lord ; 
to gaze up into His countenance of unearthly light; to 
hear from His lips words whose meaning he had 
guessed but darkly, but which had fallen on him 

* John XX. 5, 6. 
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with the thrill of life ? Even now, did not the Scrip-r 
ture which spoke of the Lord's rising from the dead 
force itself on his guilty memory ; and might not this 
grave shew proof that the dread thing was true? 
How, therefore, dared he rush into its chamber, as if 
it were nought but common ground ? Peter, on the 
other hand, was restrained by no such reverence and 
memories. To his simple heart it was a present 
urgency to explore the tomb. He loved his Lord — ^he 
had worshipped Him more than once; and, if he 
could but find Him on the earth, he would fall down 
and worship Him again ; but it was the man's habit 
of rugged straightforwardness that he ever went 
unreflectingly to his mark, and at once. And on 
this occasion, therefore, it was quite in keeping that 
he should brush past the kneeling John, and press 
fearlessly into the empty couch of Christ. 

But perhaps for us the deepest reading of all, in the 
search of these men through the sepulchre, lay in 
this — that whatever their variety of gift and grace, 
for lack as yet of that ineffable something we call 
the spiritual sense, the search of both was compara- 
tively a failure. Why saw they not the angels who 
but a few minutes earlier had stood before the 
women in that very spot ? Why saw they not Jesus 
Himself, as, but a few minutes after, He appeared (as 
we shall see) outside the tomb to Mary ? Why was 
that near-hovering world of the invisible immani- 
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fested to John and Peter ? Peter entered in boldly, 
as we have said, and explored the cavern ; presently 
John, with hushed step, entered and repeated the 
quest. Both, by the feeble glimmer of the morning, 
saw the stone recess empty, and the linen clothes 
which had wrapped the body laid in one heap, and 
the napkin that had swathed the head folded in 
another. It is said that, at the sight, John at any 
rate believed — believed that there had been resurrec- 
tion of some sort : not that the place had been torn 
open, as Mary feared, by the rough hands of enemies — 
the care and quiet with which these robings had been 
left behind disproved that : nor that the corpse had 
been secreted by friends, for they would have taken 
it in its wrappings of death ; but he believed in some 
dim way that Life had returned there, — ^that there 
had been a. great mystery of God, even a Eisiqg of 
the Lord from the dead* Yet why did the walls 
round him remain cold and unillumined ? Why no 
vision for them as for the others ? Why, after all 
their eager search, is there so poor a conclusion as 
that they simply left the tomb and returned to their 
home ? 

I have ventured to say it was because as yet there 
was a falling short on their part of the true spiritual 
sense. They groped round the rocky walls, seeking 
out the truth with their bodily hands, instead of 

♦ John XX. 8. 
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lifting up the soul. They made it an examination 
wholly of human faculty and sense, instead of look- 
ing up into the invisible, and calling on light from 
Grod. Hence the new and great wonder from the 
dead — that had been unveiled to the far less in- 
structed but more child-like women, and that was 
about to be so in like manner again to Mary Magda- 
lene — ^was restrained from them. The mighty pre- 
sence of angels — of the Lord Himself — ^was round 
them. Nought but a film thin as gossamer divided 
them. Nought but the dissolving spiritual touch, on 
their side, was wanting. And yet, for want of that — 
beloved disciple as John was — favoured, too, touch- 
ingly and with great honour as Peter had been by the 
mention of his name that morning in the heavenly 
message, although as yet he knew it not — all around 
them remained sealed and silent. 

How truly typical this of us and of our many 
failures in holy things ! We are never out of the 
shadow of the great realities of God ; and when, in 
special seasons, we approach God, the world of spiri- 
tual presence is about us as the waves of a sea. Yet 
for want of that spiritual faculty, — that rare, tender, 
penetrative sense which traffic with the world, and 
our own indolence, and most of all our own evil 
heart of unbelief, perpetually destroy, — ^how often do 
we pray to God when our hearts feel like stone! 
How often do we draw nigh to Him in other ordi- 

E 
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nances when it is no better than sitting at a fireless 
hearth ! How often do we read our Bible when be- 
fore the eyes there flit notliing but lines on lines of 
dead lettering without one breath of the living 
Spirit ! StiQ, where all this is truly mourned over, 
and the face of Jesus sought again and again, that 
which for the time has been darkness — ^blessed be 
His name ! — may and will become light again. The 
case is far worse when there is a conscious abandon- 
ment of spiritual holds on God, and a betaking of 
ourselves in sacred matters to an examination and 
interpreting by our own mere human insight and 
judgment. We see the loss and waste which have 
been the consequence of that in all times — and in our 
own time as much as any — amidst the beauty and the 
great realities of divine truth. Men will not trust 
God with the trust of the child, but must meet Him 
on equality with the reason of the man. They will 
accept nothing they cannot first and last prove. 
They will hold by only what they have sifted 
through their own intellectual crucible. And the 
end is, that all the glories of the kingdom, that have 
been so bright in the vision of God's saints, fade into 
shadows. We find notliing now but bare arid sands 
where our fathers found the white-showered manna 
from heaven. We are confronted now with nothing 
but the hard, parched rock, where in other days was 
found the flowing stream of life. We are closed in 
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on our earthly platform by a dull gray canopy of 
cloud above our heads, up to which we see, but be- 
yond which we are allowed to think and believe of 
no vision being possible — whereas, with those of 
another and more faithful era, they had power to 
mount to God with wings as do the eagles — to pierce 
into the blue heavens — to behold the sun — and to see 
the cloudy veil beneath, that had seemed to cover all, 
a mere speck beneath their feet. Oh, let us cry to 
God for that power again ! Let us away with the 
miserable effort, not a few are making, to measure by 
this human judgment only the stature of the In- 
visible ! If it be a choice between accomplished in- 
tellect on the one hand, and the little child lisping 
at the knee on the other, let us rather be the little 
child. Let us take the words of Jesus, each time we 
stand at the awful threshold of His truth : — " I thank 
Thee, Father, Lord of heaven and earth, that Thou 
hast hid these things from the wise and prudent, and 
hast revealed them unto babes ! " 

The two apostles, then, for the present, missed 
their opportimity. They knew not — nor can we tell 
— the blessing lost. Their hand had been on the very 
lock : but the handle was not turned, the door was 
not opened : and, leaving the place, they took their 
way back to their city lodging. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 



But the Lord now at last broke through the re- 
straining shadows, and shewed Himself first to Mary- 
Magdalene. 

She drew near to His sepulchre door very wearily, 
and, standing by it, in her soul's deep distress she 
began to weep.* To her the scene was deserted of all 
help and consolation; and now, heedless of all on 
earth, there was nought for her but, ever murmuring 
her Lord's name there at His grave, to pour out her 
very heart. Yet as she wept, she stooped down once 
more, as by some last instinct of hope, and looked 
into the cavern. This time it was not empty. The 
dull walls were lighted up, and two angelic figures, 
dazzling in their white robes of heaven, sat where 
the Body had reposed — one at the head of the couch, 
the other at its foot. It was the revelation of a 
glorious guardianship, shewing how, when the sacred 
Form lay there, the peace, and strength, and inviol- 
ableness of God's hosts had camped around it. How, 
then, could any, the strongest, of the rude hands of 
earth tear away from under such keepership the 
treasure Mary thought was lost for ever ? 

♦ John XX. 11-17. 
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But at the moment she was dead even to this 
great sight. The shining twain put to her the ques- 
tion, "Woman, why weepest thou?" with intent 
probably to arrest her ear, and then to lead on to 
farther discovery of that which had that day changed 
the tomb she believed so dark into the fane of life 
and resurrection. But her ear was deaf and her 
eyes blind. Neither angel voice nor angel splendour 
moved her. She answered only in the simple out- 
burst of her sorrow, " Because they have taken away 
my Lord, and I know not where they have laid 
Him!" And then, having given vent thus to the 
simple tale of her love and loss, she wept again. 
She was in that heart-absorbed mood many of us 
have known, whto the grave has snatched from us 
some one life deeply cherished. We seem to bury 
half our being in the ruthless dust. Voices of kindest 
friendship and consolation bid us look not there — 
where the form is cold and ashes are but covered in 
with ashes. They bid us look up through the light 
and word of God's promises — through the glory of 
the risen Lord — through the pathway He and His 
tens of thousands have trodden in ascending up on^ 
high: they bid us look up, believe, and see, that 
what we have loved has passed as with wings of light 
into the heavenly presence also — that it is not lying 
imderneath the dull clods where our eyes gaze and our 
tears fall — nay, that that dark grave itself is changed 



" THE VOICE OF MY BELOVED ! " 73 

— it is the gateway at which angels stand pointing 
us where onr. treasure has passed through, and in 
the steps of Christ, up to the eternal blessedness of 
God. Yet we blind ourselves with grief, so that we 
cannot see — ^like Mary, we miss for the time the true 
consolations of our God — the angels are to us no 
more than shadows — and turning our eyes into the 
lightless grave, we still mourn as those who will not 
be comforted. How often thus do we blot out the 
words, just where God has stamped them most glori- 
ously, at the threshold of the grave, " I am the Eesur- 
rection and the life !" " Christ the first-fruits : after- 
ward they that are Christ's at His coming !" 

But the grief of Mary may be set also in another 
view. It so contained, or was rather, the very passion 
of her life, that, by this time, it would rest in nothing 
short of Him she sought. Men and angels — all were 
indifferent to her in presence of the great cry that 
arose out of her soul's depthst Is such as this ex- 
perience not also known when the sinner, first 
awakened, is in flight from the wrath to come — or 
when the man, already found in God, has his hour of 
desertion and darkness — or when the disciple of the 
Cross, walking in sunny ways for some portion of his 
life, suddenly finds a blighting sickness or a rush of 
bereavement sweep his footing from him like a flood ? 
In each or any of these cases, is the cry then not 
alone for God ? "0 that I knew where I might find 
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Him!" "As the haxt panteth after the water- 
brooks, SO panteth my soul after Thee, O God. My 
soul thirsteth for God, for the living God. "When 
shall I come and appear before God ? " Will aught 
short of that Saviour-God satisfy, or even for a 
moment arrest the eye? Will the things we have 
delighted in — ^the books — ^the tastes — ^the theories — 
the earthly pleasures — ^the friends — even the high 
and sacred things — ^the words about God — ^the teach- 
ings — ^the prayers — the ordinances that are as in His 
very presence — ^will aught of these things suffice us 
or retain a moment's interest for us, when, smitten 
in heart, we come to taste that spiritual anguish 
which wrings its hands after the living God alone ? 
No. We may turn back and hold converse with the 
angels, after we have found Him : we may come 
down again and find all the earthly streams of our 
life flowing pure and full, after we have found Him, 
the fountain, and have had opened to us the sluices 
of His love. But until then, all is dry and parched, 
as in a land where no water is ; and the one quench- 
less necessity within the soul is to have that question 
answered, " Where is my God ?" 

So the angels stayed Mary Magdalene not a 
moment. She but told them her tale and then 
turned away. They were not her Lord, and it was 
her Lord her soul desired, and until she found Him, 
the brightest presence of heaven was to her as the 
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dull rock. Now then, just when her night was at 
the darkest — ^when her need was at the sorest — ^when 
her sorrow was at the full — ^when her prayer was but 
one iteration of her woe — oh, just then, according to 
His merciful way — even according to His word, 
*' Never said I to any of the seed of Jacob, Seek ye 
My face in vain ! " — just then, unknown to her at 
first, the Blessed One she wept for yielded Himself 
from the unseen. He stood behind her at the grave ! 
The veU was stiU upon His glory, for although He 
h«id glided into the garden by some viewless path, 
He met Mary's gaze as she turned round, shewing to 
her an ordinary himian form and dress. For the 
veil was on her eyes also — her very tears were a 
blind — as the outflow of our grief often is with us 
when Christ is closest to us, and is literally speaking 
to us, yet we know Him not. And not dreaming who 
it really was who repeated the angel's question, and 
added yet another to it, saying, " Woman, why weepest 
thou? whom seekest thou?" the poor mourner sup- 
posed it was the gardener of the place — fancied for 
a moment perhaps he had some knowledge of what 
had been done over night in the grave — and, there- 
fore, still intent on the one thing, asked him, — 

" Sir, if thou have borne Him hence, tell me where 
thou hast laid Him, and I will take Him away !" 

But next moment the film between vanished. 
Jesus would no longer try His distressed follower. 
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He resumed the old accents of His voice. He shaded 
the majesty of His risen state, and touched the old 
human chord that bound them. He called her by her 
name, "Mary!" And just as with those we love, 
we never are so revealed heart to heart as when, 
in moments of peculiar feeling, we simply utter one 
another's name; so, in an instant, all the flood of 
light and joy was on her — she beheld her Lord ; and, 
in the ecstasy of her discovery, must have made as 
though she would have held His feet in her embrace, 
crying, as her hands went out in gesture, the old 
beloved name, "Rabboni!" that is, "Master!" 

But a sudden check stopped her purpose. 

"Touch Me not!" said Christ. What meant He 
by the repellent words ? Having first revealed Him- 
self in the word of human tenderness, was He again 
to shrink away into the invisible ? Was He to re- 
treat cold and strange to her whose poor he«urt He 
had but now thrilled with gladness ? Was the old 
intercourse to be a thing gone for ever, and a gulf 
now to open between Him and such as this Mary, 
none could pass ? 

No doubt, the words were in the first moment 
hard and startling. We are half startled as we read 
the narrative yet. But immediately their followed 
other words of high teaching and consolation, that 
may not at the time have been clear to the bewildered 
Mary — indeed, could not be clear to her — ^but were 
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enough to make her guess at the better things that 
now were dawning on the world — that gave her a 
lofty part to play in them — and that moved her at 
least, where she understood not, to put forth a glad- 
dened exercise of love and trust. 

" Touch Me not," said Jesus ; " for I am not yet 
ascended to My Father !" 

As though He had said, " We can no longer meet in 
old relationships. I am no longer the mere Teacher 
or Master you knew in Galilee. I have risen from 
the dead to shew far loftier glories, which I had with 
My Father ere the world was. I am now in My path 
from the grave to these glories- — and about to open 
to you, when I ascend thither, the reality and power 
of a new presence, — not earthly and bodUy, but 
heavenly and spiritual. Then shall ye touch Me in 
the new maimer of the spirit. Then shall we meet 
in new and far grander intercourse. Touch Me not, 
therefore, now, for the old is done, and the new is 
fast preparing for !" 

It was verily a great and almost overwhelming 
revelation. It was like setting one to look at the 
sweep of an advancing sea — and suddenly there flows 
in one long serpentine wave, shooting far inland up 
to some high point — and, ere it vanishes back again, 
making there the new shorcf line, up to which presently 
the approaching tide in its great volume wiU come on. 
So the Lord Jesus shewed Mary, in a moment's hasty 
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outline, the scope that was to be covered by the 
mighty things of His resurrection and ascension, as 
by a great deep. Yet the lesson, swiftly as it must 
have shaken her,— part in trouble, part in fear,— was 
one of kindliest love ; for the time had come when 
the disciples, from then- former close leaning on their 
Lord, needed to be thrust abroad into new spheres of 
life and work. As when the eagle stirreth her nest, 
and fluttereth over it with her wings, that, in appar- 
ent cruelty, but really in true and motherly instinct, 
she may drive her brood forth, to teach them how to 
use their own wings, and go abroad to gather food. Or, 
as when the child has arrived at the stage of youth, 
and the parent, though with many tears, sets him 
forth, as the thing best for him, to fight his battle in 
the world. Or, as when, in olden time, the mariner, 
from servilely creeping in his bark along shore, was 
furnished with the ship's compass ; and, with that 
in hand, was thrust out to guide himself over the 
shoreless deep. The change, in all such cases, we see 
to be for the highest and wisest results. So Christ's 
teaching of Mary Magdalene — His apparent repulse 
of her love — His really breathing on that love a ro- 
buster strength, a nobler aim, a higher vision. And 
so was He about to deal with the other disciples : to 
rebuke them, yet to give them power : to send them 
abroad, yet to uphold them : to put them away from 
Him, yet to bind them to His very soul in bonds 
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that should never perish. Oh ! is not this His holy- 
manner in His followers' experience still ; that, in- 
stead of the selfish devices of our own heart, He gives 
us for our portion, rough and stormy trial ; He sur- 
prises us by losses and griefs, as though He had 
forgotten to be gracious ; He thrusts us away, so to 
speak, into a land desolate and forsaken; and yet, 
He is unfolding in us all the while the faith that 
takes the place of sight — the patience that makes us 
strong for God's will and way — the gxace that makes 
even our weakness strength — the prayer, the meek- 
ness, the love, the spiritual knowledge, the whole 
world of new features in the soul, that not only turn 
out the highest blessedness for ourselves, but, in their 
movements of beauty in us, disclose continually so 
many gospels of the Lord Jesus to the world ! 

" Touch Me not," said Jesus ; " for I am not yet 
ascended to My Father : but go to My brethren, and 
say unto them, I ascend unto My Father and your 
Father, and to My God and your God 1" 

No longer "disciples," but "brethren." For the 
dazzling height of Godhead, to which He raised 
Mary's thoughts in the first words, was so beyond all 
her and the others' memories of Him, that it needed 
He should stoop again, in some touch recalling and 
confirming His sympathy and true oneness with their 
nature. Hence, the word, " My brethren," was the 
glorious reassurance. It made her and them par- 
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takers in all He was now — and in all He should be — 
as weU as in aU He had been. He and they were 
entwined together in a union deeper than flesh and 
blood. If He was now in His birth from the dead — 
now at this very moment — arraying Himself with 
the mystery of preparation for His ascending to the 
Father — ^it was to their Father as well as to His 
Father, to their God as well as to His God, He was 
about to go. So, in His speech, there was that won- 
drous 

** Glancing from heaven to earth, from earth to heaven." 

If they were on the earth. He was one with them 
— ^if He was in heaven, they were one with Him. 
He was as a mighty tree whose roots were struck 
deep in our earthly soil, but whose uppermost 
boughs flourished in the courts of the house of 
God above. They were as branches of that mighty 
tree — ^now feeling the life of His human love and 
speech flowing to them, as it were, from beneath 
— now touched by the thrill of His ascension power 
and light sent down from heaven. Is there not this 
union likewise for us ? Is this not the meaning — 
the only real meaning, of aU our abiding in and lay- 
ing hold of Christ : that we have Him now with us 
in our earthly lot, " not ashamed to call us brethren" 
— ^that He transports us again to His heavenly state, 
and makes us "partakers of the divine nature:" 
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that He descends to us one moment into our lowliest 
shadow, comes into our dwelling and sups with us— 
that next moment He ascends, bearing us with Him 
as on eagle's wings, into that deepest fane of heaven, 
where " He appears in the presence of God for us !" 
Men may charge this with mystic unreality, but the 
saint of God knows it is not only the very truth of 
Scripture, but that matter of fact between his soul 
and Jesus which brightens every day he lives — ^which 
gives him in his path and work, perpetual communion 
with the unseen — ^which, if blotted out, would be worse 
to him than striking out the sun from heaven — 
which would make it impossible, if gone — impossible 
for him even to bear to live — and which would strip 
him of all hope and all blessed prospect and all peace 
when it should be his hour to die. Mary Magdalene 
did not know the weight of these words of Jesus, for 
she was but at the preface to the book ; but assuredly 
those who work and live and suffer on the earth, 
as the " brethren " of Christ — they now, deeply read 
in the volume of His love, see these words unwind- 
ing ever, and illustrated by every farther page, into 
yet fuller and more glorious meaning — " I ascend to 
My Father and your Father, and to My God and your 
God!" 

But Mary Magdalene, taught by Jesus to make no 
delay — ^to translate her rapturous feelings into instant 
action — ^now parted from Him at His word, and re- 
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turned, the first preacher of the resurrection, into the 
city. What a revolution to her in a few minutes ! 
Shehad just heard "the Voice of her Beloved." The tone 
and words were still ringing in her ear. No wonder, 
therefore, if, beaming with a holy joy that to com. 
mon eyes might partake of the character of wildness, 
she came into the presence of the different disciples as 
one speaking things incredible. They were scattered 
as yet through Jerusalem, in deepest grief.* Probably 
most of them had heard of the vision of angels seen by 
the other women. Probably a few knew something 
of John and Peter having found the sepulchre empty. 
But the Lord Himself they were sure none had seen 
— that vision was beyond all hope. Indeed, that the 
tomb was empty, and that angels had been haunting 
it, only suggested to them the thought that God, as 
He had done with Moses in the olden time, had 
Himself snatched away the body of Jesus and buried 
it in some undiscoverable grave. Their severance 
from Him, therefore, was by a deeper gulf than ever; 
and when Mary, in her kindled earnestness, ex- 
claimed to them she had seen the Lord, and reiterated 
what she had said, they only looked at her in gloomy 
unbelief, as one reciting an "idle tale." 

* Mark xvi. 9, 10. 



CHAPTER IX. 



C^« Winiing in iJgt Mag. 




Probabilities, certainly, looked all against the truth 
of Mary Magdalene's tale. Why, thought one, did the 
Lord not shew Himself to Peter and John, who had 
preceded her by but a few minutes at the sepulchre ? 
Why, thought John, did he not appear to Peter, whose 
penitence was so deep and touching ? Why, thought 
Peter, did He not unwrap His mystery to John, the 
disciple whom He loved ? Why, thought they all, 
did He not hasten to draw nigh, that He might dis- 
cover Himself to the loneliness and sorrow of His 
mother ? 

« 

But all these and such conjectures were alike at 
fault. For it was forgotten that the manner of 
Christ's unveiling Himself has never been by human 
rule of rank or order, but purely and always accord- 
ing to the exigencies and the yearning upward of 
each heart. He chooses the moment when, the 
window of the soul being turned round broad to 
heaven, by His glancing into it His light may pene- 
trate through all its depths. So Mary Magdalene first, 
in the garden, had been the recipient of that Saviour 
light. So the turn of John and Peter and the rest 
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would come presently. And so, following hard on 
Mary's message, there occurred a second appearance 
of the risen Lord, as though to stagger the unbelief of 
the disciples, and to press on them yet deeper that 
the old things were passing aw&y, and all things be- 
(jomiug new. 

This appearance was to the ministering women, 
whom we have already seen face to face with the 
angels in the grave.* The likelihood is, (for the story 
is somewhat difficult at this point to harmonise,) that 
they had lost no time in carrying the account of what 
they had seen and heard to the different disciples. 
Partial belief, perhaps, greeted them — ^perhaps, in 
most cases, great doubt at least. Discouraged thus, 
they then may have counselled together, and ended 
by resolving to clear their own and others' perplexity 
by returning to the tomb and holding interview 
again, it might be, with the messengers of (Jod. In 
the way, as they went, and not, it woidd seem, a 
minute's space after His speech with Mary at Grol- 
gotha, the Lord Himself arrested them. He appeared 
l)efore them. He came not on any path. He was 
borne not in any visible way upon the air. He was 
suddenly there, before His servants — and the glory 
of His risen staite fell upon them. 

This time there was no even partial conceahnent. 
He must have been clothed in some majesty of new 

* Matt. xxix. 8. 
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aspect, for the moment He was recognised the women 
fell at His feet, and held Him, and worshipped Him 
— an attitude that had not been familiar tp His im- 
mediate foUowers in former time, when they had 
companied with Him more as Master and Teacher 
than as One over Whom there was cast any dress of 
Godhead. But vivid as must have been this outbreak 
from His resurrection body that so subdued them, 
there was at the time the clearest recognition that it 
was Jesus. He Himself greeted them with an " All 
hail!" — as though, while He fully shewed them He 
was the same as in Galilean days and scenes, He now 
gave them welcome to the new kingdom and glory. 
And then, encouragingly and in His weU-known 
human kindness, yet adopting language that sa^ 
voured of divine mystery. He said — " Be not afraid ; 
go, tell My brethren that they go into Galilee, and 
there shall they see Me ! " 

I say His speech wore an air of divine mystery ; 
because while He directed His brethren to go into 
Galilee, — to travel thither with the painstaking of 
human travel, that must make its way step by step 
through time and space — He spoke of Himself as 
now beyond these conditions : — " There shall they 
see Me ! Not thither shall I also go ; but there shall 
they see Me as ye see Me now. Without earthly trans- 
ference I shall be there. My feet upon the mountain; 
and when they assemble, the silent air there, as here, 
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will give Me up to them!" Such was the tongue and 
speech of the new power from heaven. To the wo- 
men, therefore, Jesus must have worn a light of great 
illumination. Yet we repeat that He was revealed 
to them plainly face to face. Now, why seemed they 
more privileged in this than Mary Magdalene — ^why a 
nearer approach than was allowed to her — ^why, when 
they held Him by the feet, no repellent word forbid- 
ding them, such as had checked and must for the 
moment have wounded her ? The reason is a veiy 
simple one. Mary had capacity of love to be tried 
by deep testing, and that could take in large lessons 
in the kingdom of God — these two Galilean sisters, 
loving truly also, yet lacked the strength to bear any 
but the gentlest dealings of their Lord. Mary's love 
was the lithe sapling that might be bent down by a 
strong hand to the very earth, and it would spring 
elasticaUy to its stature and its straightness again — 
theirs was the bruised reed needing the kindest 
touch not to break. Mary's love was the intense 
spot of fire a strong breath could blow into flame — 
theirs was the smoking flax a breath other than 
that of the softest nursing would quench. So the 
Lord Jesus dealt in proportion as this sister company 
severally could bear. He laid on Mary trial, but in 
the trial, honour, consolation, and a quickening of 
her whole soul. He stooped to the others in their 
path, and trying them far less, yet breathed such 
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power on them as they could receive also. And 
hence it has become a rule in His kingdom now. He 
considers each case with searching tenderness — He 
knows our frame, and remembers we are dust. In 
one instance He seems hard, with all the hardness of 
an austere Lord, but only because He detects there 
a capacity to do and bear His will, to follow Him 
through good report and bad report, yea, a heart to 
say in worst extremity — " Though He slay me, yet 
will I trust in Him!" And that nature, therefore. 
He develops in its faith and power until, when at 
the utmost strain. He takes oflf the veil at last, and it 
is flooded with His love. In another instance His hand 
is scrupulous and lowly as that of a mother gathering 
up her infant child — He shelters the weak ones of 
His flock from every rough wind — He discovers to 
them grace and encouragement at every step, because 
He sees in them that true seed that may be nourished 
up into the growth of eternal life ; but that without 
the constant baptism of sun and shower, would 
speedny droop and perish. Under which of these 
classes would we range ourselves? Would we be 
tried — but through the furnace of our trial find 
the gold ? Would we walk always without a cross, 
and, in that quiet, only tasting — not reaching to 
— ^the deep draughts of all God's goodness? Who 
will dare to choose? The former holds out the 
higher prize and place in Grod's kingdom; and we 
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might be tempted, in some hour of fervour, to mis- 
calculate our strength, and press on thither. But 
it is better, surely, we walk hurnMy with our God 
— ^that while we earnestly covet the best gifts, we 
do it always with a reference to His will, and to 
what measure of tempering in the fires of His Spirit 
He knows we can bear — that, in short, we ask 
always and only those things He sees to be good and 
needful for us — ^that, above all, when we ask to be 
gathered finally to the feet of Christ, it be, in the 
words of Bishop Andrews' prayer, — " As Thou wUt, 
and when Thou wilt — only without shame or sin ! " 

We infer that, as the vision of the Lord had ap- 
peared to the women in the way, so it glided again 
into the invisible : but leaving such a light and sense 
of One near them — ^brooding over them — and passing 
to and fro viewlessly about them — that they must 
have gone back to the disciples once more, feeling as 
though what they themselves now knew they could 
carry into the most stubborn heart. 



CHAPTEE X. 



IPmsts anir Solliwrs. 



But another strange scene demands attention* 
While there was the light of an unearthly Lord 
shedding itself on a few poor Galileans in one of the 
byways of Jerusalem, the same light and presence 
threw ofiF touches, so to speak, which, like some 
trembling spirit, hovered in the broad city, and to 
the heart of the enemies of Christ brought uneasiness 
and fear. In truth, while the friends and followers 
of Christ were resisting proof on proof that He had 
risen from the dead, — ^that He had been se6n, — ^that 
the incense of His death was now rising from its 
altar heavenward, — ^that He, in His new body, half- 
concealing, half-disclosing its glories, was lingering 
above them and around them ere He went, the Priest 
of His own sacrifice, to God; — the enemies of Christ 
had a quicker instinct and belief. Not that they 
knew certainly what had taken place, — not that they 
had any spiritual insight to detect Him, risen, Whose 
blood they had shed ; but a guilty conscience taught 
them, underneath all their satanic hate and malice, 
at once, when the tale of resurrection was told them, 

* Matt, xxviii. 11-15. 
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to believe it: the news ran with a cold chill upon 
their heart : it taught them, like the devils, to believe 
and tremble ! 

It was still the early morning when the Boman 
watch, scattered in their dismay about the streets, 
ran with their story of the past night, some one way, 
some another. Several foimd their road to the 
Temple gates, where, amongst the priests going to or 
coming from their sacrifice, the accoimt of what had 
taken place was hurriedly given. Without delay, 
we may conclude, the alarm flew through the priestly 
circle, and a hasty meeting of the Sanhedrin was 
called — such as but two mornings before, in the house 
of Annas, had assembled round the solitary Christ, 
and had there plotted and brought about His death. 
Xow, entering by the great eastern gate of the 
Temple, with its leaves of Corinthian brass stsuiding 
wide and blazoned in the first sunbeams — the very 
same men, figure after figure, stole eagerly up the 
polished steps, across the outer court, and towards 
the entrance of the hall where the council of the 
Sanhedrin usually sat. Here the hum of voices was 
thick but subdued. A half-moon bench, elevated 
above the floor, ran round one side of the chamber: 
and into this semicircle these the dignitaries of Jeru- 
salem thrust their way. Caiaphas, the High Priest, 
fresh from the judicial murder of two days ago, occu- 
pied a bad pre-eminence in the middle : Annas, his 
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father-in-law, and like the shadow of his evil genius, 
brooded darkly at his right : while the other stem, 
bearded men, priests and elders, ranged themselves 
to the right and left. Fronting the council, in the 
centre, was the group of Eoman soldiers, wild sin- 
cerity in their features, and their dress shewing by 
its disorder that their flight had been in true terror. 

They scarce needed to be asked to recite their tale. 
They told it simply and rudely, but truthfully, as 
the events had befallen, — ^that the grave they had 
been set to watch had been i^ent open by a hand not 
of earth, — ^that the ground had shaken imder them, — 
that a figure of awfulness and flame had rolled the 
stone back and sat upon it, — and that they in their 
agony of fear had fallen before him as dead men. 
Only when they woke to sense, and the vision was 
gone, had they power to arise to their feet and flee ; 
but not before a glance told them that the stone was 
there flung back and the tomb empty. 

We can fancy something of the scowl of em- 
bittered, disappointed hatred hanging on the listening 
circle as this plain accoimt was given. Then must 
have followed questions quick and many. But the 
sentries were not to be shaken. The truth they had 
told was reiterated — proof from their comrades, 
proof from the scene itself at Golgotha, probably 
ofifered, — and then it was borne home into these 
proud and but now triumphant hearts, that their prey 
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had escaped, — ^that, like a bird out of the snare of the 
fowler, He had escaped, and their whole work of 
infamy and blood was in a moment undone ! They 
drew together to take counsel Curious it must have 
been to watch the varying lights and shadows on the 
company, — the iron vindictiveness in one face here, 
the pallid fear contending with wrath in another 
there, the massive brow that in its lines told of deep 
rabbinic study and learning in yet a third, — ^yet all 
grouped together in the question how yet they might 
quench the Light of Life, — how they might raise one 
deeper, stronger, more effective barrier against the 
Lord and His Anointed ! And truly it was a not- 
able device they fell upon. There was a clinking 
of money heard, and presently before the dazzled 
soldiery a whole shower of glittering pieces was 
poured out. These were thrust upon them as the 
Sanhedrin's bribe — money veiy likely taken firom 
the very coffers of the Lord's treasury in the Temple ! 

" Say ye," then cried the Chief Priests, " His dis- 
ciples came by night and stole Him away while we 
slept ; and if this come to the governor's ears, we will 
persuade him and screen you." 

The rough mercenaries were content. What to 
them was truth or falsehood — or even the swearing 
away of their own soldierly fidelity — ^in the confession 
that they had slept at their post, compared with 
their grasp on this rare, unexpected gold ? Yet how 
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flimsy the disguise upon their new stoiy. For would 
it not be at once the thought of all who heard it, 
that, if they were by their own account asleep, they 
could teU nothing either of a theft or who were its 
perpetrators ? Their very words mocked at one an- 
other, with aU the contradiction and blindness of 
those who once begin to lie against conscience and 
against God. Yet the tale obtained some currency. 
Down to the days in which the Evangelist wrote, it 
was still reported among the Jews as the Sanhedrists 
had bribed the watch to speak. But it was a miser- 
able failure after all. These men of wrath and blood 
were in the case of those who have long been 
stemming an upgathered flood by the barrier of an 
earthen bank, and when at one point the tide begins 
to burst, in their confusion and haste they tear away 
material from another part wherewith to stop the 
gap, until their work is rent at fifty places faster 
than they can arrest the wave ; and while they are 
busy damming up some crevice here, yonder the 
flood-gates are let loose, and the roaring flood pours 
past them, laughing them and their barriers to scorn. 
So it was with the Chief Priests who would have 
suppressed the resurrection of our Lord. They had 
slain Him on the tree. They had sealed Him with 
the dead. Now they hastened with money to put a 
stop on the startling news that He had risen. But 
while there in conclave they succeeded in closing up 

G 
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one channel of testimony, what was that, had they 
but known it, to the derision in which the Holy One 
of Israel, sitting in the high heavens, held them, — ^to 
the opening, beyond them, and on the wide world, 
of the everlasting doors, through which the King of 
Glory, in the beginning of the resurrection flood-tide, 
had passed through ! 

It was a most melancholy picture. For surely no 
deeper woe can fall upon a church or people, than 
when those who sit in the judge's seat pervert judg- 
ment; — when those who sit in the chair of the 
teacher pervert truth; — ^when those who wear the 
holiest of all names, by the perversion of their lives, 
" crucify the Lord of glory afresh, and put Him to 
an open shame." Especially ought this last thought 
to remind us how we may stand not so far oflf as we 
think from the catalogue of that priestly throng. 
They were set in Israel to reveal God's Son ; — ^they 
held Him accursed — ^they fouUy murdered Him — 
they rejected His resurrection with an arrogant and 
persistent lie. We are set in our day to manifest 
Jesus in the world not less. How does this high 
mission tally with, not only the secret coldness and 
Tinfaithfulness of Our hearts, but the open eagerness 
and absorbedness of our lives in the things which 
savour neither directly nor indirectly of (Jod, but 
altogether of the world, its hardening work, its mere 
earth prospects, its frivolous vanities, — ^shall I add. 
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its pollutions, its ungodliness, its practical atheism, 
its defiled consciences, its lies ? How do we escape 
the fearful charge, that we are daily overlaying all 
the glory of the Son of God with the darkening 
falsehood of our lives — that, like the Sanhedrists in 
their day, we are striving not to commend the Lord 
Jesus, but to make the gospel of His grace of none 
effect ? 

But at the moment the Sanhedrin was busied 
with its desperate and miserable plot, another scene 
still of this eventful day was being transacted else- 
where, certainly in marvellous contrast. 



CHAPTER XI. 



#n % iloab to ^mmaus. 



L The Stranger. 

About the hour of noon two men left Jerusalem and 
pursued a silent path towards the village of Emmaus* 
— a, place whose site is not well established, but 
which lay in its country solitude two miles or so 
away from city thoroughfare. The way as they 
went was rich with the bursting loveUness of spring. 
Through the thickets of olive, fig-tree, vine, and 
palm, that everywhere flung their pendant shade, 
cool glimpses opened to the travellers' eyes of deep, 
green recesses, where the sunshine feU in broad 
patches, and the glow of wild flowers scattered what 
often seemed so many living eyes of beauty. If they 
lifted their gaze more abroad, there, through garden 
vistas, the city they had left lay half veiled in its 
alabaster fairness, — ^between its white masses, strips 
of refreshing verdure stealing here and there as if by 
enchantment — ^its crest surmounted beyond by the 
feathered height of Olivet — and that again by the 
purple peaks of the distant Moab. As the two men 
toiled up their rugged path, every new turn offered 

♦ Luke xxiv. 13-35. 
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to them this exceeding fairness, ever new. But for 
the beauty on the earth around them they had 
neither eye nor heart. They were not of the imme- 
diate number of Christ's disciples ; they were, as it 
would seem, two humble members of the Galilean 
band who had followed Him afar off. But their soul 
was full of sorrow for His death ; and having that 
day left Jerusalem, after hearing only fragmentary 
accounts of the mysteries about His grave, they were 
here walking on, talking of the last few days of con- 
fusion and sorrow, and the whole world blank to 
them because of Him they had lost. 

Little dreamt they, as they thus plodded on. Whose 
footsteps drew nigh in the way behind them. It 
was One Who had not come as they themselves had 
done, walking up the steep from Jerusalem. His 
track had not been left in the dust. The echo of 
His foot had not been heard. He was there aU at 
once in the company of the two men, the curtain of 
the invisible flung off Him, and His presence shewn 
in hxmian guise. It was, in a word, the risen Lord. 
Yet these very mourners for His death were all 
imconscious. Mark says He appeared to them " in 
another form." * Luke, that " their eyes were 
holden" that they should not see Him.f Perhaps 
the two reasons combined explain the utter strange- 
ness with which they turned to the new-comer, as, 

* Mark xvi. 12. + Luke xxiv. 16. 
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moving on, He walked silently beside them. On 
the one hand, the properties of Christ's resurrection 
body threw over it some disguise of mystery — on the 
other hand, it pleased Him to shade their vision for 
a time, so that, tiU the right moment arrived, no 
glimpse of His identity should dawn upon them. At 
any rate. He was no more in their sight than a 
chance wayfaring stranger. 

And now, with exquisite naturalness, the narra- 
tive brings out why there was this hour's strange- 
ness maintained between them and their Lord. He 
might have said to them at once, " I that speak unto 
you am He ! " But while that might have moved 
them with surprise and love, in other deeper respects 
it would have failed. For it would have left their 
flood of thoughts within them unprobed and unanr 
swered : it would have rolled the current back upon 
itself, and hushed it probably into tenfold perplexity. 
Whereas, Jesus rather first drew the sluice aside, 
and gave the troubled feelings vent ; and then, when 
by the telling He had won the men's eyes to fasten 
on Him, He could speak words of power. 

Accordingly, after stepping on some way in their 
company. He asked the question — 

*' What manner of communications are these that 
ye have one to another, as ye walk and are sad ? " 

" Art thou only a stranger in Jerusalem," replied 
one of them, called Cleopas, " and hast not known 



106 ON THE KOAD TO EMMAUS. 

the things which are come to pass there. in these 
days ? " 

The very absorbedness of sorrow was in that reply ; 
so that the speaker wondered how any man, even. a 
Paschal stranger, who had been within the precincts of 
Jerusalem, could be ignorant of what seemed to him a 
grief overshadowing the world. StUl Jesus persisted 
in His holy piurpose, and probiug the wound farther, 
He asked the second question — " What things ? " 

Then it was the men opened Hps and heart. They 
recited the tragedy that had been enacted on the 
Cross. They told Him of the mighty prophet, Jesus 
of Nazareth — not yet to their thought divine — of 
His judicial murder — of the hopes of political and 
spiritual regeneration for Israel that had been tramp- 
led out in His death — of the third day being now 
come, and the faint lingerings of the last of these 
hopes, which some words of His about the third day 
had cherished, being now quenched. And warming 
into confidence, and a revelation of their ties of dis- 
cipleship with Jesus as they went on, they told of 
the women early at the grave ; of the angel vision 
which had said the Lord was alive ; of certain of the 
disciples having gone to see the sepulchre, and hav- 
ing found the women's story of its being empty true. 
"But," added they, siuking into the mournfulness 
that lay at the root of all, as if they were reiterating 
some dirge-like recitative, " Him they saw not ! " 
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All their tale was now out ; all their secret poured 
into the listening ear. And such, we repeat, was the 
deliberate aim of Jesus. For the speakers, done 
with their tale, had now all their eyes upon Him. 
As in the case of friend with friend— as the best and 
truest way, we bid the laden mind relieve itself by 
telling out its grief; we listen to the flow of what we 
know perhaps perfectly, but it serves to drain the 
perplexed heart of its trouble, and into an eager look- 
ing towards us, and then we strike in, our speech 
going home with true effect. So Jesus drew and knit 
in expectation to Himself, the two disciples. Their 
tale exhausted, their deepest thoughts lay open to 
Him, and waiting the impress of His word. Thus 
had He been wont to do when He would heal dis- 
ease. Not one ailment but He might have driven 
from the patient at a word. But He held His power 
within a certain shadow. He must have the story of 
the sorrow told Him ; He must have faith struck in 
the heart, and the suflfering gaze raised to Him, and 
an answer to the question, *' Believest thou that I am 
able to do this ? " and then the flash of divine deed 
followed. So in the varied fortimes of the Church. 
The hidden Lord has been often with her, keeping 
back in still restraint, even when her need has wtixed 
to an extreme ; and only when she has been thoroughly 
taught to pour her soul before Him, to cease from 
man and aU earthly strength,, to conceive a flame of 



108 ON THE KOAD TO EMMAUS. 

faith and prayer mounting upward with its clear 
vision set on God ; only then, His purpose won, has 
Jesus stood revealed in help and peace. And so 
with us travelling in His way now. It is a frequent 
tiling that He restrains Himself, even when we think 
we should behold Him most — ^when the soul is full of 
a multitude of thoughts within it; there may be 
darkness on the spiritual scene ; we may be bearing 
some pressure of distress that colours with its hue 
the whole horizon ; — ^yet our eyes are holden that we 
see not Jesus moving with us in the way, until by 
secret touch on touch He draws our sorrow forth, 
and then, the stream once set flowing towards Him, 
the bed is deepened, and the whole body of our grief 
is uttered at His feet, and our gaze settles into fixed- 
ness and expectancy on Him ; and He, seizing on the 
moment, shews Himself to us with power — amoving 
through the darkened chamber of our life, He lifts the 
window looking towards God, — ^the consolation and 
the glory from on high pour in — and "in Grod's 
light we behold Hght!" 

Thus it was in the case of these two men on their 
road to Emmaus. They might have had the Stranger 
take His mask of strangeness oflf; but, as says St 
Augustine, by discovering Him in that manner, they 
would not really have discovered Him, whereas by 
not discovering Him at first, they came in the end 
fuUy to discover Him. 
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II. His Burning Speech. 



The keys of all their thought now lay open to 
His hand ; and as they still went on in the quiet and 
leafy pathway. He turned upon the two wayfarers' 
wistful gaze, and hesitated not to strike a bold note 
as He began. "0 fools!" said He, "and slow of 
heart to believe all that the prophets have written !" 

This very boldness of rebuke must have kept them 
dumb. Also in their secret conscience they were aware 
right well that the one great lack with them was lack 
of faith ; that the wavering, and cowardice, and de- 
spondency of these several troubled days back; had 
been what had lost them most the consolation of 
Israel. But the unwinding of the speech and light 
that followed left them no time, even had they had 
the wiU, to thrust in a protest. For Jesus rapidly 
ran with them through the varied chapters of their 
old and cherished Scriptures. Deep entanglement it 
was to them, in their unaided thoughts; like the 
short and confused sight of the traveller being led 
through brake and brier, in the thicket covered 
valley. But like the same traveller emerging on to 
some overlooking crag, and having the boughs parted 
for him and the sunshine let in, and a clear space 
given him to stand on and see back the path he has 
been led — so the two listeners under the luminous 
and burning words of Jesus found the path of Scrip- 
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ture catch a wondrous meaning, and as His proofs 
went on, and the summing up was made complete, 
they felt placed upon a pinnacle of light — they could 
look back along the whole path, through psalm, and 
prophecy, and type, and history — and see the way 
through aU lying like the running backward of a 
silvery chain. 

But not only was this connectedness of Scripture 
things flashed upon them. The theme itself was 
mighty, and to them, in their Jewish darkness, new 
as mighty. "Ought not Christ to have suflfered 
these things," added Jesus, " and to enter into His 
glory ?" Suflfered ! Suflfering the path to and the ne- 
cessary root of glory ! This was certainly strange to 
Hebrew ears. They trusted — these disciples, and in 
common with them all classes in Judea at the time 
— ^that the Messiah was He that should redeem 
Israel True, in their ancient Scriptures there were 
intimations written, and these by no means dim, 
that when Messiah came — if He came with glory, in 
that glory, suflfering, humiliation, death should be 
intertwined.* But the heart of old faith had been 
eaten out by the formality and deadness of the time; 
and, just as we see periods in later generations when, 
through the hard crusting and overlying of a low 

* E.g.f in sucli passages as the foUowing: — Gen. iii 15; ziL 3; 
xlix. 10; Deut. xviii. 18; Ps. xvi. 10; ex. 1, 4 ; xxii. ; Isft. xlii 2, 6, 
7, llii. ; Zech. iz. 9, 10; xiii. 7. These read together shew the two 
sides — kingliness and glory, abasement and death. 
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spiritual state, of worldly-mindedness, of mere head- 
long rushing after money, some of the deepest and 
dearest doctrines of our faith are lost and buried out 
of sight, even though their record remains in our 
creeds and Bibles; so the Hebrews, blinded in 
their day, forgot the prophecies of suffering, and 
dwelt only on what made for their seK-blown ambi- 
tion—the Messiah's glory. The note of suffering, 
therefore, shook aU their faith, so that they recoiled ; 
yet it was there, clear as the writing in God's hand, 
in the roU of their old prophets* And this defaced 
or rather suppressed writing it was Jesus, in His 
discourse on His way to Emmaus, drew to light. 
" Beginning at Moses and all the prophets. He ex- 
pounded unto them, in all the Scriptures, the things 
concermng Himself." 

Thus did the wave of Christ's speech flow on in its 
chequering of light and gloom, till it must have caught 
into its current words He Himself had uttered in the 
days of His teaching in the hearing of these very dis- 
ciples — intimations of His suffering and death they had 
never understood before; and, finally, it ran on, bearing 
on its breast the whole sum of Scripture, and broke 
its wave at the cross on Golgotha. To the hearers it 
was like one taking up an old instrument, to whose 
changeless monotone they had from infancy been 
used, and now drawing firom its strings by some 
divine touch a new melody of grave and lofty parts. 
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So the old Scriptures, under the words of Christ, 
grew from their common interpretation into a large 
and breathing record, written inside and out of Him. 
I have said the element of suffering was what had 
most difficulty in finding way into the Galileans* 
j^prehension. Now they beheld the suffering giving 
oontinual birth to the glory — ^the twain one — ^the 
one the condition of the other — ^majesty in the humi- 
liation — ^the wounds of the cross upon the throne. 
And in the picture so set before them of the true 
Messiai, they did at last adiait it as a strange and 
subduing thing into their souls, that that Jesus Whose 
death had thrown them into despair — that He, cru- 
cified and slain-was the Sacrifice long preparing for, 
the incense of whose blood was now ascending into 
the presence of the Father : He was the Tree whose 
crushed seed had been buried in the earth, but whose 
shadow now was spreading forth to give its leaves 
for the healing of the nations : He was the Building 
of God, the stones of which had, with sweat of brow 
and through painful years of prophecy and expecta- 
tion, been hewn in the valley, but whose beauteous 
mass now rose eternal in the heavens ! It was death 
the very source of life — suffering the very . element 
of glory! 

Hard it was for the two men who listened to 
Christ to allow all this come home, although it 
must resistlessly have won its way. Hard for men 
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in all times to admit that the self-same condition 
rules in God's way with His Church and people. 
Yet when has it been seen otherwise? With the 
Church her sufferings have always given birth to her 
greatest beauty. She has been most desired of her 
Lord when she has been following in the marred and 
bleeding path He himself has trod. When she has 
been purged in the fires, when she has been folded 
round by persecution and in the intense depth of her 
agony, she has conceived a pure faith, a noble cou- 
rage, an unspotted piety her prosperous times have 
failed to see. So, while we desire not suffering for 
the Church, but peace and quietness in our day, it 
should be ours to snatch the grace suffering in the 
past has in so many ways left scattered in the Church's 
life and record, and to keep that alive amongst us, as 
the surest pledges of the Master's love and of the 
Church's coming glory. 

In the suffering of individual souls, the principle 
is not otherwise. Through suffering the Lord was 
made perfect. The servant is not greater than his 
Lord— nor the disciple thau his Master. It is enough, 
then, for the servant that he be as his Lord, and the 
disciple as his Master. Is this a dreary and repellent 
thing we say of Jesus' gospel? Not so, I believe, 
in the holy experience of those whose souls have been 
nurtured in the fires. Mesh and blood may deem it 

hard, but the sifted, glorified spirit at the right hand 

H 
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of God now sees the path all plain — ^the path through 
sickness, bereavement, feebleness, wintriness of lot, 
death — ^through all these into the joy and the everlast- 
ing glory. It is not only that we say the soul of the 
suflferer is thus sanctified — ^that these are so many of 
the weapons with which the blessed Spirit chisels out 
line upon line of the image of the living God within 
the souL This is high and consoling truth— high 
and consoling truth for a man to be told that, in his 
dark hour of suffering, he is being moulded, painfully 
but surely, into glorious shape, after the fashion no 
more of the earthly but of the heavenly. But, over 
and above all this, suffering has undoubtedly that tie 
in it nothing else has, whereby in mystery we' aie 
drawn near into the life and sympathies of Christ 
We are made one with Him in this racking bond. 
We have fellowship with Him in His sufferings * — 
He in ours. We are partakers of His sufferings i" — 
He of ours. We dwell under the shadow of His 
cross; He stoops to us there, and blends Himself 
into us — soul to soul, life to life ! Is not this true ? 
Is it not the Scripture assurance we have every- 
where? Is it not the testimony of all who have 
suffered in Christ and for His sake — ^how His love 
in their cup has been sweeter to them than wine- 
how, while they drank. He has kissed them with the 
kisses of His mouth ? J 

* Phil. iii. 10. t 1 Pet. iv. 13. J Song of Sol. i. 2. 
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Then, moreover, one more shade of glory still 
springs from the suffering of saints. They *' fiU up 
that which is behind of the af&ictions of Christ," in 
their "flesh for His body's sake, which is the Church."* 
We deem this a kind of impossibility, and shrink from 
that text as if it were unlawful to seek its meaning. 
But, steadily beheld, it surely means just that each 
saint on earth, being a component member of Christ's 
mystic body the Church, siaJBTers towards the final 
glory and fulfilment of the kingdom of Christ, even 
as the whole Church or body suffers, after its Lord's 
pattern, to the end that that kingdom may come. 
For that kingdom cannot come without suffering. 
Thus it is written in one of John's visions : " And 
when he had opened the fifth seal, T saw under the 
altar the souls of them that were slain for the Word 
of God, and for the testimony which they held : and 
they cried out with a loud voice, saying. How long, 
O Lord, Holy and True, dost Thou not judge and 
avenge our blood on them that dwell on the earth ? 
And white robes were given unto every one of them ; 
and it was said unto them, that they should rest yet 
for a little season, imtil their fellow-servants and their 
brethren, that should be killed as they were, should 
be fulfilled !"f The tale of wounds, and tears, and 
death, therefore, must be complete ere the glory can 
arrive. And. out of this transition state in which we 

* CoL L 24. t Rev. vi. 9-11. 
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now are on earth — through the tribulation entering ' 
to the kingdom ♦ — it arises that each saint of God in 
trial has the lefty consolation, that what anguish he 
endures — ^what cruel, cruel fate overtakes him, to the 
world looking terrible in its mystery — what crushing 
of his loves and hopes into the dust ; — aU are hasten- 
ing on the final triumph — all are adding streams to 
swell the gathering fulness of his Lord — all are 
weaving wreaths that shall be garianded in the end 
into the one conquering chaplet that, before heaven 
and earth, will be set upon the broirs of Christ! 
Many may deem the assertion of this a poot compen- 
sation, meanwhile, for grinding ills and desolation of 
lot. But these are they who know not the unspoken 
sweetness — the reality ineffable — the deamess beyond 
all earthly love — that subsist between the redeemed 
soul and Jesus. Those exercised in the upwelling 
gush of oneness of life with Him, are, like the apostle, 
always ready to be offered for His sake. What count 
they suffering or loss, if, in all, they have Him-^and 
have Him more and more ? If they suffer with Him, 
they know they shall also reign with Him. And the 
cost of the light affliction which is but for a moment 
is not worthy surely to be compared with the far 
more exceeding, the eternal weight of glory. They, 
therefore, sing of Christ's kingdom even while they 
walk in His steps of agony I Every throb of pain 

• Acts xiv. 22. 
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draws Him closer — every bond of sorrow binds Him 
deeper, till when, in presence of God and all the holy 
angels, they at last enter heaven, and the victory and 
the glory are fulfilled — " Who are these which are 
arrayed in white robes?"* is the question, "and 
whence came they ?" " These are they," is the answer, 
"which came out of great tribulation, and have 
washed their robes and made them white in the 
blood of the Lamb ! " 



III. His Making Himself Known. 

We can imagine something of the hush wrought 
on the two wayfarers by the Stranger's words — an 
impression that for the moment had no speech. But 
here they were now emerging from the flickering 
shadows of the gardens, and entering amidst the 
dwellings of the village whither they had come. 
Jesus made as though He would pass on farther — 
not that He had design to leave those He had been 
instructing in the deep twilight of thought in which 
they were yet involved : but He would draw out 
again the impulse of their hearts : if they wished 
His companionship no more He would pass : if 
they clung to Him and held Him yet a while. He 
would turn aside with them and stay. It was but a 
moment's pause. They were before the entrance of 

• Rev. vil 13, 14. 
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a caravanserai or inn. " Abide with us 1" cried the 
two, in earnest tones, " for it is toward evening, and 
the day is far spent.'* And they constrained Him 
that He tamed. How little knew they, as they 
stood theriB in the low doorway, and besought their 
companion that He would abide with them — ^that 
their simple words wei^e such as, in tenderness of 
association, would touch on many human chords, and 
last in many human hearts, on to the end of the 
world ! Who has not breathed the prayer, with hands 
stretched out and looks raised to the blessed Lord — 
who has not breathed it in his hour of distraction — 
in the thick of hard-fought duty — in the season of 
retirement and prayer — in the gloom of sickness and 
pain — "Abide with me!" Thou Helper of the help- 
less — ^Friend of them whose trust in man is gone — 
Guide, and Saviour, and All in All — oh leave me not 
neither forsake me, but "abide with me!" What 
song of aspiration in the Church has been sweetest 
— ^what chant has come down floating to us through 
the worship of many ages, many forms, many men — 
but that simple touching plea — "Abide with me!" 
And, above all, in the parting hour, when the soul 
waxes faint, and life retreats from the feeble limbs, 
and the curtain is being drawn down, and the light 
of earth going out, — ^who would not then ding thus 
to Jesus — ^who would not constrain Him with the 
words — " Abide with me — ^for it is toward evening, 
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and the day is far spent !" Who would not then re- 
vive that old pleading of the men at Emmaus, and, 
however inarticulate in their innermost impressions 
about Jesus, yet would not lay hold upon Him, with 

the grasp of death-eagerness, and refuse to let Him go ! 

'* Abide with me from mom tiU eve. 
For without Thee I cannot live I 
Abide with me when night is nigh, 
For without Thee I dare not die ! " 

Jesus then, constrained as we have said, tarried 
with the two men. They stooped beneath the village 
door and entered what was no doubt a very humble 
guest-chamber. Here a simple meal was on the 
board, and the three silently sat around. There was 
that of irrepressible superiority in the Stranger's 
mien — ^not to add that in His words there had been 
so marvellous a power — that at once, by consent, the 
two friends assigned to Him the place of Master of 
the feast. How fast the charm that now bound 
them to Him, as they waited on His every move- 
ment — as they raised their rough peasant brows to 
His, and saw on its imcovered front something above 
earth 1 And how attentive in thoughtfulness of them, 
as now He saw the moment come — ^the moment of 
His teaching done — ^the way into the rude but true 
hearts prepared — the dark eyes fixed on Him that 
now need no longer be holden, but their shadows 
dropped that they might behold His glory ! So He 
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took up bread there, off the simple board. He blessed 
it and brake it. And, be it that there was something 
in the action recalling other scenes or times — or be 
it that as He took the morsel the nail-prints in BKs 
hands seized the eye — or be it (as we would rather 
think) that an outspreading of a sudden glory shed 
itself upon His person — threw the beauty of the liv- 
ing Lord upon His face, and in its gleam revealed 
Him — ^we know not : but revealed He was : in a 
passing instant, revealed within the disciples' view 
— sitting there in body like themselves — in dress — 
in communion with them in their simple fare : and 
then next instant vanished away — the countenance 
that had looked upon them so to speak dissolved to 
air — the lips that had but now uttered blessing 
gone! They looked upon the empty place — they 
felt above them and resting upon them that which 
they dared not name — they turned and met each 
other's glance and, with simultaneous burst of 
speech, they exclaimed, "Did not our hearts bum 
within us while He talked with us by the way, and 
while He opened to us the Scriptures V 

Yes, it was as in the subsidence of the tide, when 
we can note at leisure where the floodmarks have 
been. These two comrades, in the flow of all this 
strange interview, had been as in a speU — ^the waves 
had rolled above them — ^they had abandoned them- 
selves to the charm of Him Who had talked to them 
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as never man had talked — they had analysed nothing ; 
but, in the sweetness and fascination of the time, 
they had yielded themselves as without conscious- 
ness to drink the rush of divine impression in. Now 
that a moment of arrested thought came — and the 
speU had ceased — they could pause upon their own 
feeling and could charge themselves with the deep 
suppressed ecstasy of emotion there had been. As 
with us when we escape the sweet unconsciousness 
of our childhood — ^when these days of unreflecting 
life and happiness have ebbed away from us, and 
have leffc the rough and broad shore of manhood for 
us to tread — ^then it is we begin to linger and look 
back, and realise to ourselves over again the light of 
heart and way we had, but which now, with all our 
child dreams, is lost. Or as when the bond of a love 
that has been part of our own souls is broken — and 
we lay the cold form in the grave — and the light 
upon our hearth is, vanished — ^we start as we look 
back then, and take to ourselves over again the sweet 
companionship and the deep life-trust we set not be- 
fore us consciously at the time, but which rush on 
us now that our dwelling has been made dark, and 
that which was with us is with us no more. In like 
manner the two friends realised the burning of their 
hearts, when the burning hour was past. 

So with any labour in the Lord. The heat and 
current of the time absorb us ; and if it be true work. 
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and truly done, I am disposed to think self-con- 
sciousness — a resting, that is, on our motives and our 
feelings at the moment — ^wiU vanish from us. We 
shall go on, stirred and moved in pure singleness only, 
— ^the light of a sublime abstraction and devotedness 
upon us, till we bear our task forward, and our work 
is done. Only then it is, when the evening comes 
and we can rest, we start with deep surprise to look 
back on what God has helped us do, the presence 
that was with us, the impulse that bore us on and 
that now has in repose given back. We start in rea- 
lising all and say, "Did not our hearts bum within 
us V And in the revelation of our God in ordinance 
or holy place it is the same. If we draw nigh the 
altar truly, we shall not be conscious much of what 
is playing to and fro within our feelings ; rather, all 
swept into the light and blessedness of God, earthly 
personal feeling is drunk up, — ^we behold and worship 
and the unction of the Holy One comes down upon 
us from above. Only when the wave retires, and we 
fall back with it into the quiet home, and bethink 
us what has been — only then we feel the burning 
spot within our hearts awake, and we realise that God 
was in yonder place, and we knew it not. Might we 
not thus endlessly go on ? The long spaces of our 
pilgrimage in all their changes and chances, — if 
we will but pause now and again and look back 
upon them, and the leading we have had, and what 
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we call the providences that have touched us, and the 
voice that, not in human words, but in the true breath- 
ing of the Spirit, has communed with us ; see we not 
these spaces of our life beauteous in the revelation of 
our Lord ; feel we not how we have been beguiled 
into moving on as in a dream ; and does it not start 
upon us, all unawares as we were of it, how our 
hearts burned within us by the way ? 

It may indeed be said. Why such moments of ar- 
resting in the current at all — ^why, at the very mo- 
ment of discovery, did our Lord desert the two whose 
souls He had been stirring — ^why does the swell of 
life in Him and the outflow of ourinner heart towards 
Him, if it be so high and rapt a thing — why does it 
ever abate or suffer check — ^why are there moments 
when, so to speak. He leaves us too and lets us sink 
back upon ourselves, with only the ashes of His fire 
within our heart ? We answer, that as with the two 
disciples so with us — ^however good the communion of 
the soul with God id these moods of upraised, I would 
say, ecstatic life — the bow always bent at that strain 
would ultimately yield and break — ^the very height 
and ineffableness of God's discoveries are too much for 
us-the yeiy rapture of His Spirit is more than, save 
for limited seasons, we can bear — and then, because 
He knows our frame so well and lovingly. He relaxes 
us from the upraised strain — He lowers us back from 
Himself, that our pulse may calm, that the work of 
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meditation may come in, that in cooler moments, re- 
called to seK-reflection, we may more deeply make 
our own those unfoldings of His love with which we 
have been face to face, we may take a breathing space 
to count our gain, to give God thanks, to believe witti 
a more thorough faith, and earnestly to say to one 
another, " Did not our hearts bum within us ?" 

Even so it was good for the two disciples they 
had an opportunity given to take up the lesson of the 
hour, to stoop above the foot-print of their Lord, and, 
as they brooded on it, to let all the mystery drop into 
their thoughts. 

In that very hour, we are next told, they returned to 
Jerusalem. They had such an adventure to recount, 
as it was meet should not tarry one instant in the 
telling — and no doubt, therefore, their return was 
now with some haste. The consecrated- path the feet 
of Jesus had walked on in their company — ^that they 
traversed reverently again. Down the long slopes 
leading to the city, and dipping through the rich 
festooning foliage, it wound its way. And as they 
went the glory of the mellow sunset shed its ruddy 
gold like fire over hill and city. All Jerusalem was 
spread out in burning raiment — tower, and spire, and 
battlement — each draped with the glow of crimson — 
while the heights of Olivet behind became like a 
radiant crown — clearer and fairer that it was shadowed 
far in the distance by the purple gloom of Moab. 
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Yet who was truly great in all that evening scene ? 
Not the city and the hills, lovely as were the hues of 
God that bathed them — ^but these two peasant men 
coming down the dusty way, passing on through the 
crowd into the busy streets, and any one who looked 
at them noting nothing of them but that they were 
common-place pilgrims seeking out their city home. 
They were, out of aU the multitude, the kings and 
priests unto God the Father ; they bore on them the 
greatness of the unseen — for they were men who had 
been with Jesi;s ! 



CHAPTER XII. 



Wilt ^ixd\[t S^tti §oors. 



I. Peace. 

There was probably an understood point of meeting 
for the fugitive followers of Christ, and not less pro- 
bably this point would be the Upper Chamber, left 
so sacred by His having there sat with His disciples 
in the gloom yet sublimity of the Last Supper. 
Thither then the two brethren from Emmaus made 
straight. They found the gates of the dwelling shut, 
with a heedfulness which, we are told, was caused 
by fear of the Jews — not of priests and scribes alone 
— ^but of the bitter rancour of the mob, who, follow- 
ing the hunted and proscribed few, were ready then, 
as at all times, to crush without mercy that which 
was esteemed a fallen cause. But the two found 
ready access; and, reaching the upper room, there 
they stepped at once into a throng of disciples and 
others, who were met at the evening meal and in 
deep conference on the great events of the day.* 
And busy was the rush of feeling truly, for, to add 
to what the women had reported early in the day, 
there had happened at a late hour a vision of the 
Lord to Simon. This news, then, was on every 

♦ Luke xxiv. 33-42 ; John xx. 19-23. 

I 
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tongue — so that when the two from Emmaus entered, 
they were greeted by the whole crying out — "The 
Lord hath risen indeed and hath appeared to Simon!" 
The edge thus a little perhaps taken oflF their own 
tidings, the newcomers began in reply to recount 
what they themselves had just taken part in with 
Jesus — the walk — the speech — the meal — the shew- 
ing HimseK — ^the vanishing away. How was their 
account received ? At once, we would suppose, with 
an impetuous joy. But, strangely enough, spite of 
all preparatives for such a reception, the two were 
hailed with cold discredit.* What they told was too 
minute and tangible — it drew down the Lord Who 
had been in the state of the dead, and Who, now 
risen, could not be as He had been — it drew Him 
down from high mystery into too close and startling 
a nearness ; it overthrew the Galileans' conception of 
what He now must be ; and that, therefore, which the 
two alleged they had seen and heard was believed 
not. As to the women and Peter — their interviews, 
full but of a passing glimpse of awfulness, might be 
allowed. But not this witness, that so dared to set 
before them palpably Jesus in His form and stature. 
It was a strange spectacle of men in closest neigh- 
bourhood to things that should have been to them 
spirit and life, yet, through the imventurousness of 
their faith, their hearts failing them for fear. Indeed, 

* Markxvi 13. 
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the whole scene was in sharp contrast to the change 
that was to come after. Here were they a huddled 
company— their doors shut to keep their secrecy like 
the very grave — and their ears palpitating at every 
footstep. By and by these doors would be thrown wide, 
and Peter, silent now, would walk out then, heading 
the fearless company — ^the dull skulking aspect ex- 
changed for the open eye and speech of fire — and all 
inarching straight into the streets — and, with Jews 
and every nation imder heaven face to face with 
them, proclaiming the proscribed and hated name of 
Christ. Why so great a difference between the bold 
apostleship then and the weak retreating into hushed 
privacy now, but that faith had not yet put forth its 
strength — ^it was in its bud, but the root was not 
struck deep — it was stirring in its first movement, 
but it was not yet risen in its tempest breath. 

Still the company, such as it was, timorous and 
slow of heart to believe, was there the true temple of 
the living God — His dwelling no more the gorgeous 
building, where the priests and multitude poured 
their sacrifices in the olden maimer, but here the 
lowly roof and the hidden spot, where a few souls, 
with all their shrinkings and failures, clung to the 
name of Christ. And now, therefore, while the two 
from Emmaus had scarce done urging their report, 
the High Priest of the Temple — fresh in the glory of 
His sacrifice — entered ! Not by door-way or through 
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street, but from the clear air He took shape, and was 
before them in distinct and breathing presence. The 
last mellow light shot through the lattice on His 
figure — ^it was verily Jesus of Nazareth risen from 
the dead ! His lips too moved in testimony — and 
the salutation fell on all within the room — *^ Peace be 
unto you!" 

What a blessed coming, had the group not been 
too scared to catch its meaning. It was not the mere 
eastern salutation common on men's tongues Jesus 
used. His was a presence fraught with the peace of 
heaven. It was, at the threshold — ^peace to aU the 
past-peace to their failures, falseness, wrongs done 
Him, want of faith — peace to the ashes of the past, 
and no memory any more with Him their Lord of 
any charge against them ! The veil of His sacrifice 
upon the cross, even of His precious blood. He threw 
over aU; and, in the majesty and mercy of His 
coming now. He bade them, as the fruit of that, have 
peace ! Even as the first greeting to the guilty soul 
He visits now is — peace! We return, as did the 
prodigal, with shame, and embittered conscience, and 
sins innumerable : but as the father met his son in 
the way, ran to him, kissed him, thrust back the 
confession of his shame and ruin on his lips, and 
would nought but welcome him — dead, but alive 
again, lost, but found — so the Lord Jesus, gleajning 
on the awakened heart, anticipates its tale, hastens 
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to abate its terror, says to it, as His very first word, 
"Peace!'' And why not so? Does tlie cross not 
stand behind Him, in its passion and death ? Does 
the full work, glorious and accepted of God, not rise 
in its merit for aU to heaven ? Has the Son of Man 
not thence power on earth to forgive sins? What 
other, then, save peace should be His salutation ? 
Oh, it is because we stand so obstinately with our 
back to the light of God, we not only see it not, but 
fill the eye with our own evU shadow. David knew 
how hurtful to the soul was this, when he prayed 
once and again, not that God would change His 
attitude, for in the attitude and splendour of His love 
to us in Christ God has ever been the same, but that 
God would change the attitude of perverse hearts : 
" Turn U8 again, God, and cause Thy face to shine, 
and we shall be saved ! " Truly we are harder to be 
dealt with in our hearts than were the gates and bars 
that shut ia the disciple company ; for, hindered not 
by these, the Lord Jesus glided through, and was in 
the company's midst. At the door of our hearts He 
must stand and knock. We hold Him there in our 
impenitence, until " His head is filled with dew and 
His locks with the drops of the night." * But even 
then, when we do hear His voice, and open the door, 
and He comes in, the humbled soul may take it as 
the surest, clearest truth God has taught us, that His 

* Song of Solomon v. 2. 
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* 

salutation is not in an upbraiding for the past, but 
is, " Peace be unto you 1 " Peace from the lips of 
Christ ! Peace from the hands of Him whose life, 
offered unto God, bought the world's peace ! Who 
can doubt it or refuse it? "I know the thoughts 
that I think towards you, saith the Lord — ^thoughts 
o{ peace and not of evil !" 

But as in the awakened soul we often see the 
advent of the peace-bearing Christ is not always at 
first a soothing but a terror, so, in Christ's apparition 
in the upper room. His peace availed not for the 
moment, for the disciples "were terrified and af- 
frighted, and supposed that they had seen a spirit." 
Not a phantasm, such as they had once imagined on 
the lake, but a spirit from the nether world, such as 
the old antechristian times conjured up as the spectral 
form of the dead — something stripped of body, yet 
retaining shape and feature as a pallid shade. The 
disciples as yet shared this popular belief. They had 
no clue to death. To them it was all repulsiveness 
and horror. If their Lord lived then. He was but 
this spectral thing ; and therefore, when He appeared 
amongst them, they shrank aghast. But, even while 
the formless terror brooded on their thoughts, Christ 
there, at the root, touched it and dispelled it. 

" Why," said He to the pale circle, " are ye troubled, 
and why do thoughts arise in your hearts ? " Then 
farther, suiting the action to the word. He displayed 



WITHIN THE SHUT DOORS. 135 

His absolute corporeity before them. " Behold My 
hands and My feet, that it is I Myself : handle Me 
)ind see ; for a spirit hath not flesh and bones, as ye 
see Me have." 

And He shewed them His hands and His feet. 
John, omitting mention of His feet, says He unveiled 
His side. There He stood then, in what lowliness, 
yet in what majesty, stoopmg to the lowest sense, 
—giving token to the meanest, most misgiving mind 
— His open hands printed with the cruel wounds. His 
feet, unsandaUed, gleaming bare upon the floor, and 
bearing on them the like bloody mark, His side 
where, nigh the mighty heart, the spear gash had 
rent its way ! So He stood, the glorious Son of God, 
handled by the trembling peasant hands ; yet, for 
His great end's sake, and for His love's sake, and for 
their and our salvation's sake, unashamed ! In their 
days of fellowship before the cross, the palpableness of 
His bodily estate had been the rule — the light of the 
spiritual, breaking from Him, the exception. Now 
the case was reversed. The spiritual was the world 
into which He was receding — up into the air of 
which all bodUy conditions were being refined and 
etherealised — Christ now wore, in short, the body of 
His glory, hovering tiptoe on the earth ere He should 
expand in flight to God. The exception to His state 
now therefore was, that He should go back into the 
old paths, and stand therein in obvious material pre- 
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sence, as, with these slow apprehending Galileans, He 
had been wont to stand. Hence His condescension to 
them. He must return to them in their weakness, for 
if He dropped them behind, the link betwixt Him 
and them would be broken for ever. It was, if I dare 
say so, like the parent eagle teaching her young to fly 
— once and again she stirs them from the nest, bears 
them on her wings, and circles upward in the sun; 
but from their short and broken flight they drop again, 
and, ardent as she is to soar on flashing pinion far 
into the light, she patiently comes back, resumes the 
task, trains the feeble flutterers forth, till at last their 
eye and wing have gathered strength, and they can 
follow at her call, and, like an arrow shot, she can 
then daxt into the abyss. So Christ waited, and re- 
turned, and still returned, to the end that those whom 
He had travailed for — even these men of Galilee — 
should yet follow Him in the glory of His kingdom. 
But now, for their very revulsion into joy, they 
could not believe. Formerly it had been hardness of 
heart ; now excess of rapture. As in life, occasions 
sometimes come about when there arrive tidings too 
joyful to be borne, especially if there have been days 
of grief preceding — such joy stuns the mind almost as 
fatally as news of terror. It is pouring water into the 
cup with a sudden dash, the effect of which is to make 
it overflow and lose all ; whereas, if poured slowly and 
gradually, the same vessel takes and holds the tre- 
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sure steady to the brim. Such the case with the 
disciples — in their passionate gladness over their re- 
stored Lord their brains grew giddy, and the tokens 
of His identity He had given, rushing too strong on 
them, were lost. But slowly, in a repetition of His 
proof. He further said unto them — " Have ye here 
any meat ? " And when, from their evening meal, 
they gave Him a piece of a broiled fish and of an 
honeycomb, and He took it and did eat before them, 
then was the more gradual reception on their part of 
the wonder that had burst upon them, and we infer 
that, steadied in their thoughts by this renewed sign 
that it was indeed the Christ, they then believed ! 

What a change to them in that signal hour ! They 
had all their wild perplexities solved. They had the 
chasm which had rent them from the past bridged 
over. They had life and thought elevated to a new 
hill-top, whence opened views unspeakable. Above 
all, they had the dark riddle of death set in light. 
Spectral terror there was indeed in the state of the 
dead; Christ allowed so much, when saying, "A 
spirit hath not flesh and bones as ye see me have ! " 
as though, beyond a doubt, there was the naked bodi- 
less condition of spirit. But the clear triumph now 
was that, in Christ, the horror was plucked away. 
He had explored and spoiled death, and had come 
back the Lord not only of the quick but of the dead ; 
and, in His person now before them, shewing them a 
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pattern of what in Him they would be — that though 
they could not escape the fate of dying, it would now 
be another thing altogether to them from the old wan 
despair — ^that, thrust as their body might be into the 
grave — ^unclothed of earthly garment as might be 
the spirit — it would find its home in Christ — and as 
He had risen and now stood before them bodily, 
glorious and re-clothed, so they would ultimately rise 
also, and their vile body He would change, fashion- 
ing it like unto His glorious body * I say not, 
aU these points articulately rose before them, but the 
grave and the dread abyss of death were for them, in 
the risen Christ, fiUed with a sweep of light. 

Does He not so chase the shadows from us and from 
the world ? Why then still are there heathen terrors 
of death brooding over men ? Why speak we and 
think we of death, as though we had never learned 
Him Who hath brought life and immortality to light 
through His gospel ? + Why fear we to die and to 
be disembodied — and, when we turn that way, have 
no certain vision into the middle depth, but can only 
shut the eyes, and avert the thoughts ? Why, but 
that we have not seen for ourselves the risen Jesus. 
We read of Him and preach of Him, as of One of 
Whom death and resurrection are related; but we 
meet Him not now in the chamber of our souls — we 
recognise Him not as now here amongst us, shewing 

* Fhil. iil 21. f 2 Tim. i. 10. 
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His apoils openly, and giving them, that we may 
make them ours. We believe not — and the old death 
of unbelief therefore stares us in the face. Whereas, 
such blessing has come into the world — is now come 
to us in the living Christ, — that, if we could but 
bring Him amongst the crowds of men, and anoint 
their eyes with eye-salve, and touch their world- 
deadened hearts with the keen touch of heaven, they 
should see, as in a twinkling, the oppression lifted 
from their life — the gloom, above all, lifted from 
their thought of death — because they should "see 
the King in His beauty, they should behold the land 
that is very far off!" Oh that for us and for all men 
to live were Christ, so that to die might be gain ! 

II. The Mission Given. 

It was at this point, I doubt not, Jesus up- 
braided the witnesses about Him with their unbelief 
and hardness of heart. But, pausing not on this. He 
rather caught the moment also to reiterate His great 
benediction — " Peace be unto you 1" And they were 
capable this time to receive His words home. Peace 
it was to be, first of all, as their deep foundation — 
peace from the risen Jesus — the peace of His accom- 
plished work — the peace of His power, love, presence 
for ever! And then, having planted them on that 
rock against which the gates of hell should not pre- 
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vail, He went on to unfold to them the first glimpses 
of the mission, which, from this root, they were to 
develop in the world. 

" As My Father hath sent Me," said He, in words 
whose awful weight no others could exceed, " even 
so send I you!" 

What ! we exclaim — this Galilean company in hid- 
ing in their nameless comer from the Jews ! Was 
it credible that they should be named in a breath 
with Him, Who, as the Eternal Word, had come out 
from the Father, and. His great incommunicable 
work done, was about to return thither ! Even 
though we state, as we must at the very threshold, 
that the mission meant not for a moment that the 
Galilean men, or any men, could come nigh, far less 
share in, one jot or tittle of the infinite work Christ 
had finished on the cross — still was it the case that, 
in other respects of being light and life and blessing 
from God the Father to the world, the Galileans were 
to partake His divine commission — ^be sent as He 
was sent — carry down the current of His toils — ^take 
the torch from His hands, as He had taken it from 
the light of God, and bear it on ? We reply, there could 
not be a doubt such was the Saviour's meaning. Not 
merely that He shadowed out in what He said the 
high and special authority with which afterwards the 
chosen apostles were sent forward to found the 
Church. But mainly here He meant the whole com- 
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pany around Him, strong and weak. He gave them 
aJl peace. He gave them all likewise the splendid 
mission. As He had come forth from the bosom of 
the Father clad in beauty, grace, and love, and 
through these, and all the scattered blessings of His 
life, had declared the Father — so they, going forth 
now clad in the divine peace, should, by the life and 
labours springing out of that, declare Him the Son. 
They could all witness — ^the remotest star could 
sparkle, as well as the greatest sun shine — ^the meek 
flower by the wayside could lift up its violet eye, as 
well as the oak could rustle in the winds, and sway 
its strong branches against the storm. They could 
not all do as Christ had done ; on no human limbs 
indeed could the armour of the Lord's Anointed ever 
fit; but they could — even the feeblest — wield the 
sling and the pebbles from the brook, and in God's 
name could each prevail. 

Where, then, was the incredibleness of this mis- 
sion, given to the Galileans in the upper chamber, if, 
with the mission Jesus also, as we shaU see pre- 
sently, gave the power i Where the imlikelihood 
that, from that poor company, the mission ran on 
into the expanding Church, down through genera- 
tions, and so on to us ? The world sought, and still 
seeks at the hand of Christ, bread — should He give it 
a stone ? Should He, when He left it for His seat 
in heaven, leave it dark ? Should He, when He no 
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longer stood here buming the altar fires, leave them 
to sink down in ashes ? No, verily ; but such as He 
was, He sent His followers to be, — to reveal Him as 
He had revealed the Father. He sent such as Paul, 
who led a way on earth of which he could exclaim — 
" Christ shaU be magnified in my body, whether it 
be by life or by death !"* He sent the grand succes- 
sion of holy men, from Paul's day till ours, labourers 
and sufferers in His cause; bearers of His truth; 
layers down of life upon His altar. He sent those 
around us at this day, of whom, in the beauty of 
their graces and their influence, we say — ^they are the 
salt of the earth ; they are the light of the world. 
He sends us now — heirs to the great name and work ; 
and as it was a depth of descent immeasurable that 
the Lord Jesus, from His glory with the Father, 
should have come and taken flesh at all, so, after 
that descent, it was nothing incredible that, leaving 
the world. He should translate His life forth into 
such as us ; that He should bestow it on the humble 
men of Galilee ; that He should bestow it into our 
hands and hearts. If we admit the greater wonder, 
we shall no longer halt to admit the less. 

Is it not, then, weightier to us than the gift of life 
itself, that that life is bound in one-ness into Christ; 
that, if we realise His peace in us, we become thence 
transmitters of it to the hearts and souls of others? 

* Phil. i. 20. 
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How sustain we the dread charge ? — ^how feel we the 
awful bond ? Alas ! the days of early dedication 
seem, when we look round us on the Church, and 
reckon up the case of our own lives, gone for ever ! 
We are as opaque bodies, which not only are no 
medium of the light, but refuse its rays into them- 
selves. Darkened, materialised, in no living contact 
with the living Christ, how few channels are there, 
through our churches, homes, and hearts, streaming 
with His salvation to the world ! How few the clear, 
prismatic lives, shining as lights in the world, not 
only receiving splendour from Jesus into themselves, 
but breaking that splendour into aU varied hues, and 
shedding forth, in daily thought, word, and deed, its 
endless beauty ! How few men now — and just be- 
cause the peace perpetually flowing from the lips of 
Jesus is taken not, and realised not, and therefore 
the mission founded on the peace comes not into the 
soul with power — ^how few men who could declare 
themselves, as the apostle Paul could, " Nevertheless 
I live ; yet not I, but Christ liveth in me /"* 

III. The Heavenly Earnest. 

But to bring them on a level with their mission, 
even in the conception of it, Christ next breathed on 
the disciples, saying, " Receive ye the Holy Ghost !" 

* Gal. ii. 20. 
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Not the full gift of the Spirit — ^the hour for that 
had not yet heen reached — ^but it was a glorious 
earnest of the outpouring that was to be. It was as 
the first curl on the waters, telling of the unbound 
winds at hand that should whiten the deep. It was 
as the cloud, no bigger than a man's hand, telling of 
the rain-sweep that was to cover heaven and pour 
on the thirsty earth. It was as the thrill running 
through the seed hidden in the ground, betokening 
the great harvest that was to spring — ^thirty, sixty, an 
hundredfold. So the minds of this chosen company, 
as the breath of Jesus passed in its wafting across 
their brows, grew germinant with the mighty things 
that should be thereafter. And the more especially 
that it was the Spirit of His own life that stole thus 
quickening through them. It was out from HimseK 
the energy proceeded ; from the fulness that dwelt in 
Him, the Holy Ghost, in the present gift, had birth. 
Wherefore, resting our attention mainly on that point, 
we no longer marvel at the words following, as (me 
with the breath breathed, and the Spirit given. The 
sentence is sufficiently startling : — '^ Whose soeter 
sins ye remit, they are remitted unto them; and 
whose soever sins ye retain, they are retained." 

As with the mission in the former case, so with 
this high gift over other men — it must have been 
meant for all : cM were in the sending forth — cM were 
breathed on from the life of Jesus — all were to have 
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power to forgive or retain in the name of heaven. 
True, in after generations, there arose a deep abuse 
of this far-reaching truth of Christ's, which narrowed 
down His meaning to the deeds of a priestly office 
taking to itself exclusive authority over the con- 
sciences of men. For a time, the world groaned 
under the intolerable burden. And even when, by 
strong effort under Grod, the dread nightmare of this 
false and evil faith was shaken from the heart of mil- 
lions, and shaken from the clear Bible truth of God, 
there remained, and yet remains, clinging about the 
recesses of many minds, the feeling, that the power 
of absolution or of judgment as to sins cannot be a 
common privilege of aU Christians — it miost, in some 
way, mean a priestly rule and an official power, if 
we could only specify distinctly what. 

But, not to fall back again upon the circumstance, 
that the power in question was bound up in the 
breathing of the Holy Ghost — and that the Holy 
Ghost Christ breathed on the whole of the company 
in the upper chamber — apostles, ordinary disciples, 
all, without distinction — is it not a simple gospel 
view that at once commends itself, that this autho-- 
rity or gift — ^to absolve or to retain sins in the world 
-^is but the fruit of spiritual discernment necessarily 
flowing from the inhabitation of a man by the Spirit, 
or by the inbreathed life of Christ ? Paul speaks of 
a power given believers to discern between the good 

K 
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and the evil — to discern, that is, as the clear eye of 
Grod discerns. He speaks again of praying Grod 
would send, as a most coveted gift, an increase in all 
wisdom and spiritual understanding ; that is, the clear 
cutting weapon whereby we detect right and wrong 
with the very insight of Heaven. And it runs through- 
out the whole of Scripture, — indeed, arises from the 
very necessity of the case, — ^that, by the working of 
the Spirit of Christ in us, we are trained up into 
holy perceptions, pure conscience, and a life mirroring 
the life of Chiist. " We have the mind of Christ."* 
We think His thoughts — ^we see with His eyes — we 
are in Him, as the medium through which we think 
and act and judge, and He is transferred into us. 

If so, then we plainly become His standards and 
deputies in the world — ^to forgive where He would, to 
condemn and retain where He would. Is it so im- 
possible a thing ? Consider but this simple illustra- 
tion, of a disciple in any department walking with his 
master — any one of us, for example, becoming fami- 
liar with the works, and companionship, and genius 
of one we love and admire. We drink in his ideas, 
we are coloured with the colour of them — ^we pass 
from ourselves into the circle of his influence and 
life ; and, if he were taken from the world by death, 
we could, by the stamp indelible with which he so 
had stamped us, almost assume his place — ^we could 

♦ 1 Cor. ii. 16. 
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tell what in such and such circumstances he would 
have done — we could, in our measure at least, repeat 
before men his very life. How many are the dis- 
ciples thus who have been as mirrors of their master, 
and have had other disciples again, by whom have 
been conveyed on through generations the first great 
master-thought and master-life in their purity and 
power. In the same way, but in a range so much 
higher that any illustration from human things we 
use can but faintly touch it — is it not the case, and 
a most credible truth too, that the saint of God is a 
reflex of Christ on earth, that Christ lives over again 
in every sanctified, Spirit-illumined soul — and that, 
just as He would, in His visible presence, be on the 
one hand a forgiver of sin where sin repented of 
cried for mercy, and a rebuke and terror of sin where 
it went on high-handed against God ; so the disciple 
in Christ's place preseiTes His presence, brings the 
sense of it home on human conscience, and by those 
even who rebel and scoff at such a thing, is secretly 
felt to be even now the deputed representative of 
God the Judge ! 

I think this is the very sense in which it is said 
the saints shall judge the world.* They are called 
in their Christ-inspired lives to do that now ; either 
to forgive or retain sins. How would the world fare 
if it were not so ? if there were no saintly standard — 

* 1 Cor. vi. 2. 
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no silent, but most effectnal witness for God in the 
midst of it — no protest fraught with God's truth 
lifted up here — no mercy, gentle mercy, in the name 
of heaven dispensed there ? "We know how, even 
between friends and friends, next to impossible it is 
to judge right judgment. Those you appeal to, touch 
not upon the real root of what you suffer. They 
dismiss you harshly — or they sympathise with you 
but passingly and carelessly; bnt rare indeed is it 
for you to get one who will come in, and stand with 
you in the very shadow of your heart. Then, ex- 
tending this to the "Wider circle of the world — how 
injustice and hopelessness widen with the widening 
circle ! If your sin be the sin of infirmity — sin, at aU 
events, bitterly repented of, and the soul now humbled 
in the very dust — ^how mercilessly, by the judgment 
of men, may the sinner still be crushed, and the door 
against all coming back utterly shut! If, on the 
other hand, your sin, although a sin of great offence 
against God — although pollution, and effrontery, and 
impenitence mark it — ^yet, if it be also what the world 
has agreed to call fashion or folly, or something 
equally of light name, how easily it is slurred over, 
and the wicked life walks abroad amongst men un- 
abashed ! Mark the cruel heart of the world thus in 
one direction, and the looseness of its moral feeling 
in the other. Mark also its jealousies, and strifes, and 
rancorous passions — all of them things that even seat 
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themselves within the Church in the seat of God, 
and (let alone the atheist world outside) are not un- 
known around the very altar. And do we not need 
a presence in the midst of us of purity, tenderness, 
power ? Do we not need Christ revealed to us again 
to teach and shew the right — ^to give mercy where 
mercy should be given — to condemn and rebuke 
where judgment is required ? And who can so reveal 
Christ but His followers in the earth — if their lives, 
that is to say, be high and true ? They spread His 
presence and His awfulness around them. Where- 
soever they are found, it is felt the shadow of the 
living God is there. Even though they withhold their 
speech, their influence is felt. They teach the world 
mercy; they teach the brazen heart of sin terror. 
They are known to have with them the seal of heaven ; 
and whosesoever sins they remit, they are remitted 
unto them ; and whosesoever sins they retain, they 
are retained. Oh that this greatness of the saints 
of Christ, and their authority in our evil times, were 
intensely realised, — that we beheld our terrible un- 
faithfulness — ^we, especially, who may be called to 
distinct office in the Church of Christ — our uncharities 
on the one side, our cowardly compromises with 
men's maxims, infidelities, sins even, on the other ; 
that we drew near to Christ, to receive His Spirit 
breathed on us anew ; that we were moulded again, 
and our souls purged into the brightness of His life ; 
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that we took hold on the mighty power with which 
He clothes us ; and, while we should draw those who 
labour and are heavy laden under sin, as Christ Him- 
self, bidding them to come that we in Him will give 
them rest, we should also be, in face of abounding 
iniquity, already as the bar of God — 8ls the throne 
set, and the books opened ! 

Such then, was the tmnsference of Himself Christ 
meant, forth into the long line of His disciples, when 
He breathed so memorably on the little company in 
the upper chamber. Such as that company was, it 
was the first led by Him across the line from the dark 
earthly side — their figures rising up in the grandeur 
and glory of His spiritual kingdom ! 



CHAPTER XIII. 



C^e Mountrs 0f iJgt dross. 



It was on the eighth day after the last appearance 
of the Lord — on the day which was thus significantly 
beginning to be marked as the Lord's Day — He 
stood in the midst of His followers again * The 
same company was assembled in the upper room : 
the doors again were shut : Thomas, who had gloomily 
absented himself a week before, now was with the 
brethren : and for his sake Jesus stood there again : 
in a moment, where it had been but vacant space. 
He stood in awful form 1 

For Thomas the past seven days had been days, 
we doubt not, of deep depression. He was a man 
hard to bring to any change of conviction, yet of 
passionate strength of character, and above all of 
earnest love for his crucified Master.f Out of these 
two combined features in the man, it arose that when 
the Lord died on the cross, he believed decisively 
that aU was lost — ^that death had for ever closed the 
gates — and that hope or thought of resurrection after 
was a dream. So he separated himself from the 
brotherhood of the disciples, that he might brood and 
sorrow alone. The visions of the women and the 

* John XX. 24-29. f For illustration, comp. John xiv. 5, xi 16. 
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after visions of the other disciples he held as wildest 
fancies. Not even the circumstantial account one 
after another gave shook him for a moment. If to 
them, why had Jesus not appeared to him? Was 
his love less — was his heart not as deeply troubled ? 
Wherefore, to their appeals and urgency he had but 
the one strenuous reply : " Except I shall see in His 
hands the prints of the nails, and put my finger into 
the print of the nails, and thrust my hand into His 
side, I will not believe ! " 

And for seven days he was left thus overcast, the 
others probably praying that the light might descend 
upon him, and their eyes lifted up for a present Lord 
to shew ffimself, — ^he only nursing and feeding on 
his gloom. 

To Thomas, then, spite of the falsity of self-will 
that really lay at the bottom of his doubt, the Lord 
Jesus stooped. He satisfies not presumptuous or 
indolent belief; but He stoops to unbelief that, with 
aU its error, arises, in its cry, out of the broken heart 
So, uttering again the benediction of His peace. He 
glided into the gathered company, and shewed His 
mercy upon Thomas. 

" Eeach hither thy finger," said He — ^reading in 
exact words what had been the thought of Thomas's 
heart, and the almost defiance of his lips, through 
many days, — teacliing him too, in that very cir- 
cumstance, that He had been about him closer than 
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the air he breathed, and the soul that had so hugged 
its darkness needed only to have raised the eye, and 
in His light to have beheld light — "Eeach hither 
thy finger, and behold My hands ; and reach hither 
thy hand, and thrust it into My side ; . and be not 
faithless, but believing!" 

Thus the Wounds were uncovered again to earthly 
gaze — not the healed scars, as we suppose, but the 
veritable, though now in the glorious body the blood- 
less, Wounds, as they had been torn on the cross — 
the nail-marks through the hands — the gash upon the 
side; and Thomas was invited to make sure, even 
as he had desired. But it was one of those dangerous 
offers from the hand of Heaven men are better to 
refuse. Do I use startling words? I mean, that 
there are offers made us in the condescension of our 
God, and in compliance with our seK-willed prayers, 
which yet, in their very gift to us, bring the warning 
that we take them at a perilous cost. The Israelites, 
for example, on the sands of Arabia got the desire of 
their hearts for flesh, but withal leanness sent into 
their souls. Balaam got God's permission to go with 
the messengers of Balak, but it was not, and could not 
be with God's blessing. A man gets prosperity and 
much of this world's goods laid up in store, because 
the toil and moil of his life have craved them, — ^but 
temptations and a snare beset him, that may end in 
drowning the soul in destruction and perdition. And 
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again, we obstinately ask for some way in life, which 
yet, if God grant it ns, may lead us by and by into 
the very depth of sorrow and the forlornness of death. 
Shall we not say, then, that what God sometimes 
yields to our blinded importunity, we had better at 
the least pause ere we accept ? We had better ask 
our souls 'if we have prayed — " Not my will or way, 
but Thine, God !" If so we are safe : in God's 
will and way we walk upon a rock ; but if not, if our 
own will and way it be and not God's— oh, we stand 
in deadly peril ! 

Thomas, in this critical moment, I believe, felt 
that like a flash. He dared not touch the awful 
wounds ! He paused upon the precipice edge ! To 
behold the offer made him was enough — ^the strong 
unbelief within him gave way — the light more than 
human flowed upon him from the Eisen Presence — 
and putting back the tokens held out to him by the 
Lord Whom his stubbornness had wronged, he bowed 
as a little child, and said — " My Lord and my Gk)d !" 

Now all unbelief was swept away — ^the Lord Jesus 
in His new state had grown into glorious reality on 
the eyes that saw Him — and in the little group His 
next words let fall, the very key-principle of His 
resurrection kingdom. It was a new Beatitude added 
to the golden list given in the Sermon on the Mount 
— and, perhaps, in some respects, richer than they all 

'* Thomas," said He, ** because thou hast seen Me 
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thou hast believed ; blessed are they that have not 
seen, and yet have believed !" 

It was a principle that has been and must be the 
rule of all saintly life on earth. The disciples at the 
moment could not fully seize it — for they, not less 
than Thomas, had believed only when they saw. But 
their higher state now must have let in a glimpse at 
least of Christ's sublime meaning. They must have 
felt the Invisible gathering in upon them in its vast- 
ness, fairness, reality, — and how blessed to exchange 
the old dull movements of sense for the free expand- 
ing life of the Spirit. Then when,. in after reflection 
among themselves, they had time to reckon up the 
words of Christ, and to apply them back to olden days 
when men had been in the earth — Abraham and all 
the patriarchs — David and all the prophets — and all 
the fervid servants of the living God — who had lived 
by faith, and waxed grand in stature, and had achieved 
victories of which sight and sense could never dare 
to dream, — ^they must have acknowledged the blessed- 
ness indeed of which Jesus spake, and have been 
fired with the thought, that that faith which had 
given birth to such saints, and glowed in their life 
and death, might, in them and in the new resurrection 
era, be rekindled on the earth again ! 

When we think of it, we cannot but see how the 
light thus grew within them. Let us but turn the 
subject over for ourselves. The evidence of sense — or 
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of some proof sensible to ns — is what we are always 
ready to demand as the first condition of belief. 
The laimching ourselves out upon the deeps of faith 
first, is what we deem a kind of contradiction. How 
can we believe before we have proved? Yet con- 
sider cases in a lower level than the spiritual life. 
Unless we believed without sight, we should with- 
draw one of the strongest of the impulses that have 
moved the world. In the case of Columbus, for 
example, with his persuasion that a new world lay 
beyond the western wave, he could not obtain the 
proof- of sense, — ^had he asked for that, it would 
have marred his project, — but, by the force of a 
genius going far on in its splendid anticipations into 
regions where common minds failed to follow, he was 
able, as it were, to call a continent from out the seas; 
and when he pierced the veD and set his foot upon 
its soil, he found his heroic faith had not deceived 
him. So with every discovery — ever}'^ enterprise and 
victory of mind — faith must precede, penetrating 
where the outward sense could never go — and, the 
height and depth of the imtried and the unseen thus 
grasped, sight follows and explores it in detail. So 
in the grand schemes by wliich men of enthusiasm 
and singleness of soul have sought to bless their 
fellows. They must first believe to the length of 
utter abandonment of self, — ^to the length of incur- 
ring the charge of being dreamers, and even fools; 



y 
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they must drop entirely the line by which the cold 
judgment and the eyes of mere sense the world uses 
go; they must bring another faculty to bear; they 
must anticipate their conquests by the grand fore- 
running of their faith; and then, as they enter on 
the fields thus already theirs, success, step by step, 
springs beneath their feet. 

Highest of all, when we reach the things of God, 
the same principle stands out. Who ever dreamt of 
measuring the infinite with a human span? Can 
sense, or all the processes of human reason, t-ake it 
in ? Can eye see it, ear hear it, heart conceive it ? 
Is it not seK-evident, that the things God hath pre- 
pared for them that love Him, He, by His Spirit, 
can reveal alone not to sense but to the internal 
faculty — ^the vision that beholds the unseen ? Ac- 
cordingly these very disciples, so slow in passing 
from sense to spirit, came in after days to give the 
grandest examples of this power and triimiph of 
faith. From being fishers in the sea of Galilee, they 
took up the task of the conversion of the world. No 
impossibilities — impossibilities to sight and reason — 
stopped them. They rose up, as they went on, to 
nobler and nobler elevation. They had the glory of 
the Lord round them as their strength ; they had the 
armies of heaven in their cause; they forecast the 
kingdom of the Lord Jesus with the old prophet eyes 
of fire ; and, the cold shadows and obstructions of a 
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world of sense fading out before them, they saw the 
glory of His cross cover the earth as the waters cover 
the sea ! And only follow one late member of their 
band — the Apostle PauL What blessedness and 
power was it attended this man, that out of his 
weakness he could exclaim, he could do aU things 
through Christ who strengthened him, — that he 
could challenge not the powers of earthly empire 
only to destroy the gospel which he preached, but 
the whole empire of sin and hell, — that he could 
walk on in victory after victory into the future, fore- 
shadowing what should come as if he already trod 
with firm-set foot upon its heights, — as if he already 
had brought the time about when all enemies should 
be subdued, and Christ should lay down His trophies 
at the Father's feet, — what blessedness was it, I say, 
but that of believing without having seen — ^realising 
on his soul the world of the unseen and the eternal — 
bursting the barriers of sense, and the spirit within 
him opening itself to the third heavens and the 
things imspeakable? Such has been the effect in 
history, that now, when we look back, we see posi- 
tions utterly reversed. The Eoman empire, in its 
day so broadly overshadowing all, has perished from 
the earth — ^has, 

" Like the baseless fabric of a vision. 
Left not a rack behind; " — 

while this man Paul, so poor then as to be accounted 



THE WOUNDS OF THE CROSS. 161 

a minion in the empire's eyes, stands up out of the 
ruin in his figure of sublimity, — -his words, deeds, 
faith, living, and destined to live, imperishably ! 

So the power which clothed such holy men of old 
— can we not awaken it amongst us again ? Try it 
in but simple instances. Try one deed of obedience 
to the will of God; try one single day's trust in 
Him, and see how blessed is the fruit — ^what opening 
of the thoughts — ^what a feeling of the light of God 
coming home! Then advance a step farther — ad- 
vance with God into the deeps of sorrow — ^take His 
hand, as a child would that of its guide in the dark, 
tremblingly yet trustfully — and how good you will 
find it to be chastened of the Lord — to be sensible of 
every step of your sorrow starting alive with choicest 
grace, with the finest of the wheat, and with honey 
from the rock — and to have that persuasion flow in 
upon the heart, as the Lord Jesus closes round you 
with His consolations — ^the wondrous persuasion, that 

" All is well, though faith and form 
Be Bunder'd in the night of fear ! " 

And advance yet farther — ^tiy a life led in Christ— a 
life bathed in His fellowship — breathed on by His 
Spirit — and how you rise from height to height 
boundlessly! — ^how you are awake to see that where 
faith, bom of sight, would leave you low in the dust, 
faith that takes the lead of sight teaches you to 
mount with the flight and ken of angels! Wlien, 
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then, oh when, will we put to exercise this faculty 
of power? — ^when will we go over to possess the 
land ? — when will we shake off the depression of a 
world of sense, and stretch away in life and spirit 
into the world where Christ lives at God's right 
hand ? In a word, when will the life we live here 
be by the faith of the Son of God, so that we shall 
be able — men of God as we call ourselves, at least in 
name — to say, " Whom having not seen, we love ; in 
Whom, though now we see Him not, yet believing, 
we rejoice with joy imspeakable and full of gloiy!" 
Let us be assured that the crucial test of, what God 
has written in the Scriptures, is not the poor alembic 
of the critic, who, in the cleverness of mere sight, 
thinks he can touch a flaw here and destroy a text 
there; but the crucial test of God's truth is the fire 
of the living heart. Try it there — ^tiy the Bible in 
its holy doctrine, in the life and spirit of the Lord 
Jesus, with which its whole volume is instinct — ^tiy 
these in your heart-experience — in your time of 
peace, in your day of trouble, in all your life-vicissi- 
tudes, and, last, in your hour of death — and you will 
find, as regards the difficulties men have raised upon 
the surface, it may be said as of human life — " All 
flesh is as grass, and all the glory of man as the 
flower of grass : the grass withereth, and the flower 
thereof falleth away ; but the word of the Lord" — ^in 
its depth, in its living Christ — " endureth for ever I" 
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So at this turning-point in the Forty Days, it is a 
memorable spectacle that remains stamped upon our 
thoughts — as in sculptured vividness we see the 
Lord Jesus standing on the chamber-floor holding 
forth His wounds to Thomas, and, while the latter 
kneels in new-bom faith, saying to him these words : 
" Thomas, because thou hast seen Me thou hast be- 
lieved. Blessed are they that have not seen, and yet 
have believed ! " 



CHAPTER XIV. 



§31 t^Jt S«a of Cibrias. 



I. The Figure on the Beach. 

We pass now from the haunts of Jerusalem to those 
other sacred haunts in the northern hills, of which 
the Sea of Tiberias was the centre. 

It was an evening some days farther on, for there 
had been time for the Galilean friends to return to 
their homes on the shores of their distant lake. 
There was a pause of reflection and of waiting, and 
seven of them in particular — Peter, Thomas, Nath- 
anael, the sons of Zebedee, and two other of the dis- 
ciples — being gathered at the spot where they had 
been wont to ply their old trade of fishing, Peter, the 
leading spirit of the number, proposed they should 
laimch forth and cast their nets * "I go a fishing," 
said he. " We also go with thee," was the reply of 
the others, and the boat into which they leaped, 
burdened with its gear, was thrust off into the even- 
ing wave. 

They were the same men, and yet in a few weeks 
how different ! The Supper — the Passion — ^the Trial 
— the Death on Calvaiy — the long-disputed Eesur- 
rection — ^the Appearances of Christ — even now the 

* John xxi. 
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Mystery of the Unseen around them — all these 
things had passed upon them with their mighty 
shadow. I should suppose them, on that still and 
memorable evening, as very near the ridge of what 
may be called the Pisgah of the Forty Days. By 
slow and painful lesson they had climbed the ascent 
of faith from the low ground of past impressions — as 
upward they had risen imder the hand of Christ, 
they had seen wider and farther over the old days, 
and Scriptures, and events of Israel : now they were 
fit for new discovery — no longer for the view back- 
ward only, but for the glimpse forward : they were 
under the mountain crest, and next scene with Jesus 
was to advance them that last step on to the Pisgah 
top, whence He would shew them the future of His 
kingdom, and of their part in it, and would in a 
vision teU them to *' go over and possess the land!" 
No wonder, then, as though with a dim presentiment 
about them, like that of men on the eve of mighty 
events, they may have launched out on the quiet 
waters, doing humble toil indeed, but their heart big 
with thought already forecasting the apostleship of 
their life and death. 

Simple and natural exceedingly, then, was their 
thus thrusting off upon the lake. And as they went, 
they were but one crew out of hundreds that then 
swarmed on the face of these shining waters. At 
this day the basin of the Sea of Tiberias is lone and 
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desolate enough; the traveller looks for the thick- 
planted ring of towns and villages, that was wont 
Uke a sparkling belt to run round its near and 
farther shores, in vain. Tiberias, queenly in her 
beauty once, is now known only by a cluster of some 
savage huts among its ruins. Capernaum is gone 
even in its faintest trace ; and Magdala is the only 
other spot, doubtful even as to its locality, where a 
roofless tower looks forth bleakly on the sea. The 
sea itself, moreover, once the path of countless sails 
flitting over it on trade or pleasure, lies now deserted 
in its hoUow, and the moimtain gusts sweep it with- 
out one bark being abroad to break its roll of 
foam. 

On the night of which I write, it was far other. 
. The lake, in the sunset glow, flashed with its white- 
sailed barks, and its borders, as well as its waters, 
were populous with human stir and voice. Out in 
the midst of such surroundings, the seven disciples 
in their fishing-boat struck their way. The purple 
garment of the eveniijg lay richly on the eastern 
table-lands, whose ravined wall went up almost sheer 
from the water's edge — and on the left, the shadows 
from the softer and more irregular hills were flung 
far upon the sea. Eowing then in the ruddy flush, 
the disciples took their old implements in hand, and 
began their toil But it proved a strangely fruitless 
toil The simset faded — ^the brief twilight changed 
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speedily into the gloom of night — ^the stars came out 
in those clear pendent drops seen only in the depth 
of a tropic heaven, and like diamond clusters they 
lay scattered in reflection on the tide. But with the 
fishers it continued the same fruitless tale of an empty 
net, hour after hour thrown out and dra^vn in again. 
Through the long night-watches, thus they put fortli 
their energy and dexterity in vain — ^keen, persistent, 
wondering at their iU success — ^yet not one fish was 
taken up. Then gradually the sky was gray again 
with coming light — the stars paled away, and the 
moimtain forms arose again out of the dark masses 
of the night — and still, this solitary boat's crew, (for 
in all likelihood, solitary by that time they were,) 
hovered fruitlessly alx>ut their task. 

But just as the dawn brightened into some dis- 
tinctness, the speU that seemed to be upon them 
at length was broken. All was still along the shores 
— ^but at one spot, where the com slopes descended 
from the upper rocks, and a thorn-thicket bright 
with oleanders ran fringing its lower border, a Figure 
suddenly appeared, standing on the snowy shell-paved 
beach. It was the Lord Jesus ! As yet, however, 
the fishermen wist not it was He. Even when His 
voice floated to them on the quiet wave, asking in the 
Eastern manner, "Children, have ye any meat?" 
they awoke not to the accents,' but mechanically 
answered, ** No !" 
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" Cast the net on the right side of the ship/* was 
the response, " and ye shall find !" The swart Peter, 
stripped to his under tunic, must have looked from 
his guiding post in the boat — and so must all the 
others — ^but mechanically still they did as they were 
bidden, and the net. taken up in hand was shot once 
more into the sea. In a moment, it grappled with a 
living mass of fishes; and, when the strong hands 
that held it would have fetched up the gleaming 
weight, it was more than they were equal to ; though 
yet, deep as was the haul, the meshes of the net re- 
mained unbroken ! 

. The memory of the former miraculous draught of 
fishes in that very lake, and it may have been near 
that very spot, could not but be stirred up by a deed 
80 similar; and on the quick spiritual perception of 
John, the recognition of the Figure on the beach rushed 
at once. " It is the Lord !" he whispered into Peter's 
ear; and the word in its thrill ran roamd. But if 
John, sensitive and reverent, was the first to recognise, 
Peter, ready ever for a brave impetuous action, was 
the first to salute the Lord. Reverent too even in his 
rapid dash, he caught his upper garment, girt it fast 
around him, and then, plunging in the wave, swam 
and waded, tiU, striking out upon the sands, he fell, 
haggard and dripping as he was, at Jesus' feet ! The 
others followed in their smaller boat, dragging the 
net to shore. 
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What a lesson this on the forewarning words the 
night before the cross — " Without Me ye can do no- 
thing ! " Christ meant His followers to hold that as 
the deepest principle of all their working in His cause 
— and here in act He taught it — first leaving the 
seven through the night-gloom of bootless effort, 
then the moment He appeared and bade them where 
to cast, their net laden as though the lake had been 
shoaled with treasure. So the early Church found 
what it was when Christ burned in their message — 
Peter found on Pentecost-day, when he shot the 
first gospel net into the human tide in the streets of 
Jerusalem, and at one effort drew three thousand 
souls to shore. The other apostles, evangelists, 
messengers of the cross also, planted light every- 
where, converted men, in the end changed the 
world. But when a period of faithlessness and 
ignorance ensued, then there befell the night-time 
of the Church — or, as we name it still, "the dark 
ages," during which aU. that was called the Church, 
vast and armed as it was, was as a labour lost in the 
earth — until Christ revisited His own, and in the 
Reformation dawn, the human mind was struck with 
divine fire again, and His kingdom, like a mighty 
billow, came in many lands. Then the relapse of 
failing faith has once more been seen — the barriers 
reached have not for long been passed— the mission- 
ary strength put forth by the Church, if it has given 
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birth to many ardent heralds of the Lord, has yet 
been in much as a spent sea striking on a wall of 
rock. We appeal to Christian men for the Christian 
cause in half despair ; indifference and hardness are 
abroad ; and although there be the stir of brilliant 
intellect, and pulpit eloquence, and keen interest in 
such questions as those of Church ceremonial, Church 
prerogative, and Church rivalry, these are probably 
only indicative the more of the living power of the 
living Christ having receded from the heart; and 
He thus not being the soul of all our labours, we 
shall go on, it is to be feared, as long we have done, 
spending strength for nought. We are as the statue 
carved into every grace and proportion, but the voice 
that should bid us " live ! " imspoken — as the bones 
of the valley raised into shapes of men, but the breath 
to animate Us as the army of the Uving God not 
breathed — as the wheels in Ezekiel's vision, high 
and dreadful, all our machinery and force in readi- 
ness, full of eyes roimd about, but the spirit of the 
living creature not in the wheels. We are in that 
case, in a word, that until we have the awful Christ 
speaking to us again words of life — sheddiog on the 
Church's heart His baptism of the Holy Ghost and 
of fire — ^we shaU continue toiling all through the 
fruitless night, and the dawn of better things we 
always seem to be striving after, never nearer. Oh, 
that He who ever walks round the heaving wave on 
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which we are, would' prophesy upon His Church that 
it might live ! 

And if in the Church, not less markedly within the 
soul — without Christ we can do nothing. How many 
signal illustrations might be quoted, Martin Luther 
wearied heart and brain in seeking life by efiFort of 
his own, tiU, in his little cell, the Bible page leaped 
up as with a line of fire, and in these words, " The 
just shall live by faith ! " he was led as a little child 
to Christ Tliomas Chalmers laboured months and 
months to build a structure of morality within his 
soul, but ever with a growing sorrow and despair, 
till, brought by sickness to the gate of death, he took 
hold then of the all-atoning Christ, and from dark- 
ness passed to light. William Cowper drooped 
through a long night of imresting anjtiety and hope- 
less search, till, in his Bible page too, " the righteous- 
ness which is of God by faith/' broke upon him in a 
dawn of joy. So, even where there is a measure of 
recognition of Christ — ^yet let us suppose a man has be- 
come addicted to an excess of self-introspection — ^to a 
study of his own moods and feelings, as the ground of 
peace, and the groimd also of his hope— this being so 
far a withdrawing of tha eyes from the living Christ, 
darkness and confusion come, and cannot but come, 
upon the soul, until, weary of himself, he looks up again 
by happy impulse in the face of Jesus, and his diffi- 
culties vanish, and the clear light shines. In short — 
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" Many the roads we take, the plans we try," 

but after all we will or can of natural effort, we are 
left with the night far spent, and the day at hand, and 
we not saved, until, detecting Christ at last by the 
edge of our troubled souls (for there He has been in 
reality, never leaving us, and never forsaking us), 
hearing His voice, and at His bidding putting forth 
our net, the depth and barrenness within us of a 
sudden teem with life ! 

II. The Meal beside the Fire of Coals. 

But now the boats are drawn up, and the seven 
fishermen are on the beach. Strange to their eyes, 
upon the snow-white sands there burned a fire of 
coals — ^lit, it may have been, by angelic hands — and 
fish laid thereon and bread ! It was a meal prepared 
for them after their night of weariness. Yet before 
they ate, a farther contribution to the simple meal 
was needed. Jesus bade them bring of the fish 
which they had caught ; and Peter, drawing up the 
weltering heap, coimted it forth as an hundred and 
fifty and three great fishes, and still not a mesh of 
the net broken. Then the Lord added, " Come and 
dine !" and in their dress of labour, and the bared 
brows dark as those of weather-worn men, the seven 
sat aroxmd the meal. They lifted eyes, furtive in 
their depth of awe, to the presiding Jesus. Haply 
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He bore an impress of increasing glory on Him. He 
appeared no longer as One in ascent from the depths 
of the earth, as in former instances it had mostly 
been. He was more now in the likeness of One in 
descent from the light of heaven. He had amply 
proved the coming up from death and heU. He was 
now to shew His future method of continual coming 
down from the presence of the Father. If we may 
judge so therefore, in His person there upon the 
beach, and seated in the circle of the seven fishers, 
He was something more than eye could dwell upon, 
or tongue put in speech. So the disciples dared no 
more ask the question, "Who art Thou?" though, 
not in doubt but in palpitation, half o{ fear, half of 
love, the question trembled through each thought — 
but they dared not ask, for they knew it was the 
Lord ! While thus they sat. He took of the meal, 
brake it, and gave it to the disciples, and they did 
eat. 

Hardly ever, even for them, had any act of their 
Lord's had deeper significance than this. First, it 
was His pledge to them, that He would ever lead 
His people like a flock — that, workers in His cause. 
He would be to them, in all their want and faintness, 
the Bread of Life. He had fed Elijah by the raven 
and the brook. He had fed His people with manna 
in the wilderness. He gave His disciples, there on 
the Gennesaret sands^ the food of mystery taken 
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from the fire of coals. He would now, to all time, 
give His people spiritually of that hidden suste- 
ance that should make them strong in Him and in 
the power of His might. And imdoubtedly it was 
with His apostles in no long time proved. "At my 
first answer," said Paul for one, " no man stood with 
me; notwithstanding the Lord stood with me and 
strengthened me!" And so the experience of the 
others. They forsook all and followed Jesus, and, most 
literally, fearlessness in such a cause was justified of 
its children. They never needed of the world to beg 
their bread. They were the leaders of that long 
band, who in all ages have been so sublimely aban- 
doning of self — ^who, for Christ and His gospel's sake, 
have left all and taken to the work of saving souls — 
have cast themselves whoUy on their imseen Lord — 
have trusted Him with everything they have held 
dear on earth — and, in such simple missionary de- 
pendence, have taken, as their staff in hand, the 
ancient promise, "Your bread shall be given you, 
your waters shall be sure!" Indeed, unless that 
spirit of an absolute dependence on their Lord move 
men in their holy work, together with the twin spirit 
of severance from the world and self, the wave of 
earnestness and sacrifice can never rise to the highest 
pitch. We are but tremblingly and half-heartedly 
offering at the work of Christ otherwise — giving 
money and occasional time and effort, but withhold- 

M 



178 BY THE SEA OF TIBERIAS. 

ing from the altar the deepest offering — ^the heart. 
Consider such a case as that of Carey, who, on the 
merest pittance, dared to begin the vast enterprise of 
evangelising India. He was never put to shame. 
Consider the cases of aU like men of God who have 
laboured for Him, started noble undertakings, and, 
in their labours, cast their bread upon the waters : go 
with them behind the veil : penetrate into their secret 
Ufe of prayer and intercourse with Jesus, and behold 
His goings to and fro there within their souls : and 
you will see, not the secret of their deeds and sway 
merely — but how true it is, that, as they look upon 
us from their lives and triumphs, and down from 
the saintly gallery of the past, they tell us they 
had meat to eat the world knew not of — and that, 
unless they had first forsaken all and then joined 
hands with Christ, they neither could have ate that 
food, nor won their victories. And, in like manner, 
if we choose Christ as our portion now, it is at cost — 
it must he at cost — of first abandoning all, that in 
Him, the bread of life, we may an hundredfold re- 
gain all. " Whosoever will save his Ufe shall lose it ; 
but whosoever shall lose his life, for My sake and the 
gospel's, the same shaU save it!" 

But further, in the meal on the beach there was 
added the human food — fruit of human labour — ^to 
the divine food. So the Lord Jesus, while He places 
tlie sustenance of His own life and grace essentially 
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first, graciously lets us have also of the encourage- 
ment and harvest of our own toil. Some capable of 
high-strained life can go on content, without either 
sign or fruit — confident in God and His kiugdom at 
last. But the majority will not bear that strain. 
Indeed, it is not natural they should — for out of the 
human heart pui-est and most given to Jesus in its 
piety, there arises ever the cry for palpable success. 
The minister prays to have his flock built up in 
Christ — ^the parent to be as the saviour of his chil- 
dren — the missionary to convert souls. No man, 
going forth bearing precious seed and weeping, but 
xmdemeath has the hope in his heart, that he may 
come again, rejoicing and bringing his sheaves with 
him. To such, then, the Lord Jesus is, so to say, 
indulgent. The husbandman that laboureth is first 
made partaker of the fruits.* The priest that sacri- 
fices is made partaker of the altar.-f- Indeed, I thiok 
this so far a key to what we consider the joy of 
translated saints. Are they not a great cloud of wit- 
nesses ia the attitude of looking back upon us ? If, 
then, they have that link yet with earth, what joy 
can we imagine purer, deeper, than in their sight of 
the vast upgrowth here below from the root of their 
toUs and lives — of the fields white unto harvest, they 
watered with their tears and blood ? At all events, 
in the kingdom of our Lord at last, we cannot doubt 

• 1 Tim. u. 6. t 1 Cor. x. 18. 
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that, when He sits down to drink the new wine with 
His great array of saints — ^at that banquet, while the 
streams of His own hidden life shall flow fall in 
every cup, there shall mingle even with that the high 
blessedness of them who have not come alone to God 
— ^who have brought with them souls from the earth 
to shine in the crown of Christ — ^and who, out of 
their own lot, whether the deeds they did, or the suf- 
ferings they bore, whether the strength they put 
forth, or the weakness in which they could but fold 
their hands and pray — ^have gathered such clustered 
graces as will be set amongst the jewels of the Lord 
for ever 1 

III. The Thrice-repeated Question. 

When the company had dined, there occurred a 
passage between the Lord and Peter, go memorable 
that it is one of the first in Scripture which seizes the 
heart of childhood — ^it is one of the last that in its 
words lingers on the ear of old age : " Simon, son of 
Jonas," said Jesus, "lovest thou Me more than these?" 
'* Yea, Lord," replied Peter, "Thou knowest that I 
love Thee !" He saith xmto him, " Feed my lambs !" 
He saith to him again the second time, " Simon, son 
of Jonas, lovest thou Me?" He saith unto him, 
" Yea, Lord, Thou knowest that I love Thee !" He 
saith unto him, "Feed my sheep!" He saith unto 
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him the third time, "Simon, son of Jonas, lovest 
thou Me ?" Peter was grieved because He said unto 
him the third time, Lovest thou Me? and he said 
unto Him, "Lord, Thou knowest all things; Thou 
knowest that I love Thee I" He saith unto him 
"Feed my sheep!" 

Thrice had Peter denied his Lord — ^thrice, and in 
presence of the others, was he reinstated in his apos- 
tolic place. Yet the gentle hand that did so could 
not but gently humble him. It was, for instance, no 
longer Peter, but Simon, son of Jonas! As though 
Christ, in so saying, had held up the apostolic gar- 
ment wherewith once upon a time He had clothed 
.him — ^its whiteness now all spotted through his fall 
— and as though, by using his natural name Simon, 
He asked him whither the glory had departed ? like 
to the reproach which overtakes iis, when God leads 
us to look back into the past, and to remember our 
first love whence we have fallen — ^we see it as a robe, 
once of virgin pureness, now soiled in the dust — ^we 
recall it as the soul once beaming with its fire, now 
stubborn and cold. How good for us if, with the re- 
proach that stirs us, there arises also a rekindling of 
the dead embers, and we hasten back, as Peter did, 
to Him who will give us again His dress of beauty, 
and restore to our soul "the dew of its youth !" 

But in Peter's thrice-given answer there was found 
the new assurance, in which he who had before fallen 
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now was safe. Formerly he had boasted over his 
companions — " Though all men should forsake Thee, 
yet will not I forsake Thee ! " When his Lord now, 
with a hint of that presumptuous time, said, " Simon, 
son of Jonas, lovest thou Me more than these?" 
Peter's answer was one no more of unseemly boast- 
ing, but a lowly reference of all to Jesus — "Tea, 
Lord, Thou knowest that I love Thee 1 " Nay, it is 
to be noticed, (what our English version fails to bring 
out,) that while Jesus, in the first and second asking 
of His question, used a word signifying that more 
lofty and deliberate love which flows from a convic- 
tion of the whole mind and heart, Peter, in his 
reply, twice over used a word signifying only the 
simple heart-love wherewith friend leans on friend- 
child on parent. He would walk in no high r^on 
any more ; he would aver only that the Lord knew 
his heart, and that there, in simplest, poorest, yet 
truest sort, his love was welling over. So Christ was 
moved, the third time He put the question, to take 
up at last Peter's own reiterated phrase, and in its 
simple word to ask him — " Lovest thou Me ? " And 
so Peter, once again, in a burst of sorrow, clung to 
it — the heart-word that so humbly yet fervently 
spoke — " Lord, Thou knowest all things ; Thou 
knowest that I love Thee!" I say, then, Peter's 
new assurance broke through in all this ; not the 
old treading rashly on the waves, but the looking 
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out of his treacherous unsteady self, and the refer- 
ring all to Christ. No longer '*I know!" but 
"Thouknowest!" was the rock on which he set his 
feet. 

We can only have assurance in its best and high- 
est sense by reaching to the same ground. I dare 
not look for assurance in my own heart ; I may find 
signs of life and growth there, that gladden me and 
move me to give God thanks, but my heart is incon- 
stant as the breast of ocean — ^now lying smooth as 
glass — now swept by wind and storm. If I would 
lay hold of what alone is safe and true, it must be by 
an appeal to Jesus — ^by making Him my answer — 
by pointing, not into the flow of feeling in myself, 
but to the light of response with which His face is 
turned upon me, and is shedding on me peace. 

Does not this check the danger of presumption ? 
In moments when a man is tempted to think of 
himseK more highly than he ought to think — to de- 
mean himseK with scornful criticism of his neigh- 
bours, and to sit within his own light tiU he sees all 
else cast in shadow; what would rebuke and humble 
him more, than did he turn to the living Christ and 
refer his secret heart to Him? and instead of his own 
or men's opinion^ ask His opinion, — saying, " Lord, 
Thou knowest all things ; Thou knowest that I love 
Thee ! " 

Again, it is a check on oyei: fear. Some perpetu- 
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ally look within themselves for spiritual symptoms, 
by the presence or the absence of which the soul 
within is light or dark. Now, desirable and right it 
is to search the heart anxiously before God ; but this 
may be, and is, carried too far, if, by what our own 
hearts tell us, for example, in a mood of gloom, we 
are ready to cast aU. our peace away. What shall 
correct this tendency, save in such moments rising 
from ourselves aloft to Christ; bringing the needle 
of the soul again from its quiverings and uncertain- 
ties to settle steady imder the magnet of His love ; 
and as it points and rests there, and His light streams 
upon it, reviving hope, not from ourselves, hut from 
Him, and in new assurance crying, "Nothing can 
separate me from the love of God, which is in Christ 
Jesus ! " 

Also, again, we cannot have a better cure for 
spiritual declension. Wherever such decay is going 
on, it is always traceable, as to its root, to the dying 
out of heart-love to Jesus. For example, when the 
artist was asked to paint in symbolic picture a decay- 
ing church, he chose not the ruined walls, the fallen 
colunms, the grass-grown pathway ; but on his can- 
vas he limned a splendid edifice — ^he coloured it as 
that which was the fitting home of eloquence and 
wealth and gorgeous forms — an eager crowd streamed 
into its porch and through its pews ; but just at the 
threshold, where they parted right and left, was 
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hung against the wall a mission-box, and across the 
opening in its lid a cobweb was woven 1 Without 
the one flame of love to Jesus at the heart, aU the 
splendour was as darkness, and how great the dark- 
ness ! Now, revival of a church must come, and can 
only come, by abandoning reUance on the gifts that 
are so ready to betray it; the eloquence, the intellect, 
the wealth, the imposing rites, that make their boast 
in it — ^by bringing it back to the simplicity of love 
to Jesus — ^by the power of that love breaking, as a 
lamp that bumeth, into every ordinance, over every 
altar, through every sermon, and on every tongue 
and heart. What church could resist the contact of 
that living Jesus? What deep decline but would 
revive like Samson, starting from his slumbers, if it 
but awoke to the face of Jesus over it, and betook 
itself to Him; exclaiming with a godly sorrow — 
" Lord, Thou knowest all things ; Thou knowest that 
I love Thee ! " And the same iu the declension each 
man mourns iu his own soul We decline because 
we part from the love of Jesus ; and wave on wave 
then of deadening influence flows in. 

" The world is too much with us; late and soon, 
Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers." 

What shall right us more than, when we feel the 
stream thus failing, to hasten back and open a new 
channel to the fountain; than, when we feel the 
fire burning low, to hurry for a live coal from off the 
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altar ? Should we ever spiritually decay, if we thus 
kept close to Jesus — if we never ceased the inter- 
course of love with Him — ^if, ever and again, there 
spread within our souls a sense of Him so sweet, as 
that the words should break from us — " He has for- 
given us much, therefore do we love Him much ! " 

But in our Lord's thrice-given charge, there is 
another point which greatly escapes us in our Eng- 
lish version. As originaUy spoken, the three sayings 
were a beautiful gradation, rising from the simplest 
to the highest deeds Christ requires of His disciples. 
Feed My lambs 1 — the children of the flock. Shep- 
herd My sheep ! — ^the manhood of the Church. Feed 
the choicest of My sheep ! — ^the ripe and saintly age 
of the Church. And to correspond to these charges, 
laid on him in his apostolic restoration, we may sup- 
pose that Peter afterwards fulfilled the mission, when, 
first of aU, as in the Acts of the Apostles, he in his first 
preaching broke the bread of life in simplest fashion; 
then, in after periods of the Acts, when he settled 
and arrayed the Church into its maturer shape ; and 
lastly, when, in his epistles, he unfolded to it jail the 
fulness and doctrine of the kingdom of Jesus Christ. 
Such also was the career of his fellow-apostles : first 
ministering to the childhood, then to the grown youth, 
and last to the ripe capacity of the Church. 

And this is the high charge given to the Church 
of Christ stilL No body or ministry can be truly 
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worthy of His name, which fills not up the three- 
fold part — ^which cannot at once break the Gospel 
bread into fragments for the young and tender — 
meet the doubts and mould the uprising strength of 
first manhood — and lead the way into the farther 
depths of truth, even for the oldest saint. This 
capacity to feed the whole flock of God — to expand 
from the meanest to the loftiest — ^to rise from the 
teaching of a child to the instruction of a soul hover- 
ing on the verge and meet for heaven — is the neces- 
sity laid on all who wiU be ministers of Christ 
Wherever it is absent — ^wherever there is cold and 
fixed formality, instead of the living flame of love 
moving up and down the great scale marked by 
Christ— there you may judge the Church or ministry 
failing in its work, Wherever the spiritual hand is 
found quick and skilful and fervent, playing over 
every string from childhood up to silvery age, there, 
in that ministry, is spread a board rich with the true 
food from heaven. And, in like manner, we are each 
in our own souls bound to expand from one degree 
of grace to another. We cannot halt at a low degree 
of love to Christ : that would be the perpetual child- 
hood of our spiritual life : we must rise, as love in- 
creases, to the vigour of spu-itual manhood, and 
thence to the venerableness of saintly beauty and 
maturity. Do we try our daily or our yearly attain- 
ments by a measure such as this? Why is there 
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any standing stiU or sinking backward in our spiri- 
tual state ? Must it not be that love in us waxes cold — 
we cease to grow in spiritual knowledge and activity, 
because we cease to glow in heart ? And for cure of 
this unhappy halting, must we not knit ourselves 
anew to be constrained only by the love of Christ— 
thence, out of that love, to think no attainment too 
high for us, no eflfort in the winning it too daring or 
too tedious — even though we now lie as in the dust, 
yet to set our heart on rising up— on pressing on 
from one spiritual height to another — ^to be ulti- 
mately, in the glorious ascent of love and light, as 
the dove whose wings are covered with silver, and 
her feathers with yeUow gold ! 

IV. The Prophecy of Suffering and Death. 

The morning now must have shot its level sun- 
shine over the table heights on the east. The wes- 
tern hiUs were fair in the diffused radiance. Above, 
in the cloudless heaven, there was purity and peace 
— ^below, over the blue and as yet shadowed waters, 
save where skimmed by the multitudes of gleaming 
water-birds, there was a glassy calm. The Lord 
Jesus rose from the sands as if to depart But ere 
breaking up the circle finally. He paused to speak a 
few momentous words more to Peter — ^such as should 
weigh on the heart of discyjVa^Xivg &y ^ver. 
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" Verily, verily, I say unto thee," were the words, 
" When thou wast young, thou girdedst thyself, and 
walkedst whither thou wouldest : but when thou shalt 
be old, thou shalt stretch forth thy hands, and an- 
other shall gird thee, and carry thee whither thou 
wouldest not." 

It was a prophecy of Peter's way and end as an 
apostle. His fresh love was now in all its glow; 
like the first rush of youth he felt as though he could 
ride over all obstacles, achieve all conquests for his 
Lord ; but, strong as his dash into the wave, by and 
by he would be caught by fifty currents — ^he would 
become as the spent swimmer, stiU far from shore, 
and the hands of others would constrain him, and 
from bold action he would pass, by bloody cruci- 
fixion, into suffering and death. Such was the 
prophecy for Peter : and in not many years it was 
fulfilled — ^the daring fisherman, once so defiant in his 
strength, was nailed helpless to his cross, and in that 
fate, so different from his first career, was called to 
glorify God. 

But while the prophecy was specially for Peter, it 
was also an awful outline to be filled in more or less 
by all who should ever follow Jesus. It was the 
ennoblement of suffering above action. The Lord 
Himself, as we have seen, was made perfect through 
His suiBTering — not the energy of action the h^art 
most naturally seeks, but the 'pasa\N^\i^a:cca%^l *^ks5b 
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will of God, even to anguish and death. So His 
followers, always when the highest glory of saint- 
ship would be reached, have been wrought in the 
selfsame mould — unwilling at the first, for nature 
shrinks from the silence and the helplessness of suf- 
fering, and in the ardour of our love to Christ we 
demand the outlet of active deeds. But as the net 
closes in deep around us, we learn a different lesson 
far — we win to that singular triumph of the spirit 
only suffering in its grace from heaven can give 
birth to— the spirit made to drink a cup of bitterest 
trembling, and yet, while praying if it be possible it 
may pass away, adding, as the Lord HimseK did in 
His hour of darkness — " Not My will, but Thine, 
Grod, be done ! " In this manner, Peter, by the time 
the hands of a wrathful world were girding him, and 
his feet were dragging slow, and his hair was white 
with sorrow, was able to rejoice in suffering, inas- 
much as thereby he rose more grandly into fellow- 
ship with Christ. John the Baptist too, stem and 
potent in the early days of his ministry — ^gradually 
he fell into the snares that bound him, and was cast 
into the blind and lonely prison; yet how higher 
far was the majesty of his imprisonment and death 
than even the prophet eloquence which had drawn 
thousands into the desert. Again, in later time, 
the celebrated Chrysostom trod the same path — ^his 
noble preaching the delight of cities and of em- 
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perors in his early days ; but in his feeble age the 
same man dragged an exile from one refuge to another, 
yet in his silence and sorrow setting forth a sermon 
of greater power than ever he had preached when 
aU the world hung upon his lips. And yet, again, 
Ignatius, in his close comp Jonship wiL JoL- 
from whom he must have caught a thousand things 
straight as they had come from Jesus — ^how buoyant 
and illustrious was that start in his career ; yet mark 
the words of martyred patience with which at last 
he moved on to death. " Suffer me," he cried to 
the Eoman Christians, " Suffer me to be the food of 
wild beasts. Do not intercede for me. I know what 
is good for me. Fire and the cross, the assaults of 
wild beasts, the tearing of my limbs, the breaking of 
bones, the grinding of my whole body — I welpome 
them all : only that I may gain Christ. I shall then 
begin to live. Do not envy me life. Do not desire 
that I should die. I long to be with God. Permit 
me to behold that pure light : when I shall arrive 
there, then I shall be a man of God. Permit me to 
be an imitator of the sufferings of my God !" Words 
sublimer surely in their one hour of faith, than the 
years of speech and apostleship had been. Shall we 
not then regard Christian fortitude as the crown of 
grace ? For the soldier on the field of battle it is 
greatly more a strain upon him, yet also heroism 
higher far, to be still and inactive while the hail of 
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shot pours for hours around him, than when the mo- 
ment of assault comes, and he is bidden forward into 
the breach. Not less, it is hard for the soldiers of 
the cross to be still under the dealings of his God, 
yet more exalting for hJTn too thus to be still, than 
had he the noblest task of action to perform. Oh, 
how good to bear God's will — ^to be led in (Jod's 
way — ^no matter at what cost of cherished plans and 
wishes! I believe no one who has cast away his 
own will and put the yoke of God's wiU upon his 
neck would ever wish his steps retraced. The way 
may have been very dark and trial on trial may have 
broken all his strength, but for ten thousand worlds 
he would not go back — ^he would not have his own 
choosing for a moment, rather than the choosing of 
his God! Indeed it is the case with many lives, 
that never do they begin to be of felt value to them- 
selves or in the world, until thus they begin to suffer 
— as the sweetest fragrance of the flower is often not 
extracted, tiU it has been plucked and crushed. So 
that which lies deepest in the soul, which action 
never would have brought to light, is drawn forth by 
suffering. And when we see a life thus glorifying 
God — ^thus passing, in its patience and its resigna- 
tion — ^nay, more than resignation, in its joy — out of 
its own wiU into the blessed will of Gk)d, we cannot 
help thinking that it thereby binds itself to the arm 
of the Eternal — that it becomes one Ivith Him Who 
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holds the universe within His span, and that there- 
fore of none can it be said so literally as of that life, 
what Paul, in the' realising of the like greatness in 
himself, exclaimed — " All things are yours, whether 
Paul, or Apollos, or Cephas, or the world, or life, or 
death, or things present, or things to come; all are 
yours ; and ye are Christ's ; and Christ is God's !" 

V. — The Tarrying of Johk. 

As Jesus, closing His words to Peter, turned along 
the beach, He added, "Follow Me!" But another 
step besides that of Peter stole behind him — a step 
soft as the plashing wave. It was that of John, who, 
if Peter was the disciple who loved Jesus, was the 
disciple whom Jesus loved — and who would thus 
make claim, silently but touchingly, not to be for- 
gotten. Peter failed not to mark his comrade, and 
as their glances met, there awoke in both once more 
the memory of the Last Supper scene, when Peter 
had urged John to question Jesus as to His betrayer. 
In the moment's impulse Peter now exclaimed, 
*' Lord, and what shall this man do ?" 

However much there was in these words of un- 
jealous eagerness for John to rank with him in the 
work of Christ, it was a question so far misplaced. 
It sought to thrust into the counsels Jesus held in 
the secret of His own spirit. Yet, as it was a burst 
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of honest feeling, while He rebuked the rashness of 
it, He in part revealed the thing it asked. He more 
than hinted at the fate of John — " If I will that he 
tarry till I come, what is that to thee V 

The first impression from that saying certainly 
was, that John should not die, and many thought so 
in the church for years after. But the Lord had no 
such weird destiny in store for John. We doubt not 
His meaning Was, that John should tarry till His 
coming in the last ruin of the old Jewish faith, and the 
downfall in blood and ashes of the holy city — all 
that being a dread foreshadow of His coming in the 
great day. And also, we may suppose, there was 
implied His coining in the mystic glories of the 
Apocalypse, which John's eye saw and his pen re- 
counted. At all events, beyond these lines John did 
live into the time of a new world and a new life, 
when the gospel seed, planted there on the shore of 
Gennesaret, had already shot into a lofty tree. His 
tarrying for Christ's coining, therefore, was fulfilled; 
and he also, not by Peter's path of fire, but by the 
way of sainted age and peace, followed His Lord into 
the "kingdom. 

Such is the varied aspect in which Christ reveals 

His Church and people — one while, as with Peter, 

shewing them led through the sharpness of trial and 

death — at another time, as with John, setting them 

forth in the attitude of taxrymg for His second com- 
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ing. This tarrying therefore — ^this patience in an 
evil world — ^this praying for a glorious advent — this 
looking for and hasting unto the coming of our God 
— ^what is it but that which ought to be the very- 
habit of our lives ? " The vision is yet for an ap- 
pointed time, but at the end it shall speak, and not 
lie : though it tarry, wait for it ; because it will 
surely come, it will not tarry."* Some, indeed, would 
say that so many hundred years have elapsed since 
our Lord went from the earth, and His coming again 
has been so delayed, and is so little more a thing 
likely in our day than in the many days that have 
preceded, that our tarrying in expectation is no better 
than a fiction. But what argument against Christ's 
coining to-day or to-morrow can be drawn from what 
has been called His eighteen hundred years' delay 
already ? That He will come one day is certain — 
when on that day He does stand upon the earth, will 
the winding up of the present tarrying of the Church 
and the present course of all things, not be as sudden 
and as little likely, as were He to come this very 
hour or on some day within this current year ? Will 
the eighteen centuries of absence be any argument 
then, when the trump is pealing, and the clouds of 
glory are floating to the earth ? The truth is, it is a 
misapprehension of the present kingdom of Jesus 
which makes men argue, as though space and time 

• Hab. U. 3. 
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at all influenced the matter. For it is supposed that 
space and time divide that kingdom from us — space, 
as though Christ were afar from us in the uttermost 
heavens — time, as though a gulf of centuries had 
come between Him and us, He is little likely now to 
pass. Whereas, the reality is, that His kingdom and 
presence are now in the world — ^brooding on men's 
ways and lives — that, as we would say, parallel to 
the course of human history for all these years, this 
unseen kingdom has been running in its stream, with 
we know not what thinness of bank between the two — 
only a thinness so subject to a moment's rending, that 
to any one who reads God's dealings each day with a 
thoughtful eye, not an hour but the tokens of His 
hand and nearness flash through — and the expecta- 
tion ought to be, therefore, not that the coming of 
the Lord is like to be indefinitely delayed, but that 
any moment it might burst upon the earthly scene, 
as did the flood in the days of Noah, and sweep all 
away. It was this parallel nearness of the kingdom 
^f Jesus to the kingdom of this world, I think, He 
taught in these scenes of the Forty Days, especially 
by the irregularity with which He surprised His dis- 
ciples — the first day appearing many times — ^thien 
allowing a week elapse ere He came again — then a 
longer time still between that and His appearing 
again by the sea of Galilee, and so on. If thus He 
passed the intervals oi daya, Wt thftn became visible 
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suddenly again, what more in His sight are eighteen 
hundred years ? May these not be merely one of 
the intervals of apparent absence — absence of Him, 
in Whose sight a thousand years are but as yesterday 
when it is past, and as a watch in the night ? And 
as the spaces of absence in the Forty Days meant no 
removal of Him into far distance, but simply a cloud 
upon His nearness, through which, in an instant the 
disciples knew not of, the divine gleam might break, 
so the many hundred years from that time to ours 
are no deep dividing of us from our Lord, but only 
the cloud resting longer on Him : He is here around us : 
His presence flows alongside our life : and, for aught 
we can tell. He may now rend the cloud and once 
again shew His glory in the earth. It is as with a 
tree mouldering long at the heart — it may have stood 
for years and we have no thought of its fall — but 
spite of the long lingering, any moment it may snap 
and come prostrate to the ground. Or as with a 
flood which has long fretted on its shore and worn it 
to an edge — we think, after so long, it will go on as 
it has done — ^but in a sudden moment it may burst 
into an overflow. Or as with a volcanic fire which 
has long slept, so that men have built their dwellings 
over it in peace, but in one night the green mountain 
side is torn, and the slumbering fire pours forth in 
thousandfold ruin. 

Tarrying, then, for the commg ol o\a\fst^S&'^^ 
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boiinden attitude of each true Christian heart. While 
the world goes on in its din and shows — while we 
wear the look of other men in it — while we put our 
hand, as God appoints us, to its duties and its inter- 
ests — ^yet ought the heart within us to be realising 
the other world creeping on us with its shadow — ^to 
be rising thither in its secret life — ^having intercourse 
in constant flights with the risen Saviour — ^waitinff, 
praying, looking for the glorious steps to move — ^the 
ladder to be lowered — the Lord it sees in spirit to 
descend upon the earth. Such the tarrying — ^like 
some bright bird sitting close upon its perch, yet 
with wings plumed and eye alert for upward flight 
And as though not to make Peter after all different 
but the same, he is charged anew, "Follow thou 
Me ! " Each to bear his own burden— each in his 
own path to follow Jesus — each to tarry — ^in his 
patience to possess his soul — yet each too to press 
on after the ascending Lord! How palpable to 
Peter it was aU made, as, while addressing him with 
the " Follow me ! " the Lord's hand must have been 
extended to him, and His form seemed to rise, and 
a dazzling indistinctness grew around it, and, while 
but now the feet were on the rough and broken 
beach, the face, bent upon him, passed away into the 
blue morning depths, and human eyes could trace 
Him no more ! Eugged, indeed, before Peter was the 
pathway here, but how bright and beckoning to him 
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the world yonder — stem the passage through the 
appointed trial and death here, but how resplendent 
the transfigured life and loveliness in Christ for ever 
yonder ! Oh that we had, then, both the " Tarry ! " 
and the " Follow Me ! " written on our hearts — that, 
like John, we might watch, clear and silent, as the 
morning star watches for the dawn — that, like Peter, 
though our face be set to pass through great tribula- 
tion, we might still always follow Jesus — ^follow on 
His brightening steps — follow with a faith untired by 
labour, unbroken by affliction, unconquered even by 
death — follow through aU and over all, till home into 
the bosom of our Lord we should win our way, and 
there, purified into His image, see Jesus as He is ! 

Thus, as the wings of early morning rose from the 
sacred waters of Tiberias, and the light and move- 
ment of the common day began, the scene of mystery 
on the beach was closed, and the seven fishermen 
went their way. 



CHAPTER XV. 



#n i^t (SalHtan ^0M;ntam. 



It was now the great promise given at the grave — 
that Jesus would be seen in Galilee — ^was about to 
be fulfilled. The scene was presumably the mount 
of the Beatitudes — a long diy ridge south-west of the 
Galilean lake, and, from the two peaks which shoot 
up from its extremities, called by the modem name 
of the Horns of Hattin. It was a height ah-eady 
sacred in the memory of the Sermon on the Mount. 
Eising up out of the green plain, so that the neigh- 
bouring hills fell back and left a clear circle round it 
— ^its isolated table-land opened on a splendid range. 
Southward was the moundlike shape of Tabor, forest- 
covered to its top. To the left, far over the undulat- 
ing stretch of Galilee, were seen the cliffs of Carmel 
beetling on the great sea — while to the north, be- 
yond all the land, there shone as its guardian sum- 
mit the white peak of Hermon steadfast as a star. 
But, nearer and perhaps more beautiful than all, 
was the vista opening down upon the breast of the 
Galilean waters — their blue sheet spread wide amidst 
the hills, and round its margin, scattered m their 
zonelike fairness, all the towns and villas of a busy 
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life. Standing there, on such a watch-tower, and 
with such a picture beneath His eye, it was, that the 
Lord Jesus shewed Himself to above five hundred 
brethren at once.* The message had run round the 
land we know not how ; but from all their various 
homes — ^peasants from their Galilean valleys — ^fishers 
from the Galilean shores — ^men and women from 
the eastern wilds beyond the lake — others fix)in 
Jerusalem, and far Judaea, and from beyond Jordan 
— all travelling in haste and eagerness, each with 
his memory of sickness healed, or a devil cast out, 
or darkness enlightened, or life saved — from all 
these rills came the confluence of the disciple band 
meeting at the mountain base, and by the green 
slopes ascending to the place of muster. And there, 
when assembled on the grassy level, and beneath the 
shadow of the upper rocks, the Lord Who had 
gathered them from so many homes and regions 
stood amongst them — stood so that every eye might 
see Him — stood so that, as He turned to the right 
and left, the glory of His presence shone on every, 
even the poorest, face ! 

No marvel it is said some doubted at the sight : 
not that for a moment any one of all the hundreds 
doubted it was Jesus — shape and air and features 
were too deep imprinted on the heart of all for that; 
and evident it was at once that this was He Who 

• Matt, xxviii. 16-20 ; Mark xvi. 15-18 ; 1 Cor. xv. 6. 
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.had been nailed upon the Cross, and Who mightily 
had risen from the grave again. But there was now 
that clothing of a glorious majesty around Him — 
that light from the life and sphere of Godhead on 
His pei'son — that, as He stood there on the rocky 
platform, and to all His poor followers looked down 
welcome, peace, and love — some doubted if their 
senses were not bound as in a dream ; if this joy — 
this vision of their beloved Lord was really true; 
and if indeed His voice would speak to them and 
His hand would bless. They were, in short, as per- 
sons at first coming out of shade into sunshine — 
blinded by excess of light — and needed some pause 
to recover sight, and to lift the eyes again gradually 
that they might see. 

When deep silence reigned at last, and the circle 
stood bending ardent looks upon their Lord, He be- 
gan giving them their great life charge. Small and 
feeble was the band indeed — only a dark cluster on 
that smooth height looking forth on the broad realm 
and the quiet lake of Galilee ; but the grandeur of their 
work was not to be reached up to by their strength 
but by His — and in that view therefore the little 
army waxed to greatness — the handful of com in the 
top of the mountains began already to shake like 
Lebanon, and they of the city like the grass of the 
earth. So the Lord Jesus opened the book of the 
future with the preface of His own matchless power. 
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To Him He said, as Mediator between Gk)d and man 
— ^the Man Christ Jesus — all power was given in 
heaven and in earth; power not only over the 
worlds moving in space, and over the laws that bind 
them in vastest network, over the heights towering in 
the highest heavens, and the deepest oceans furrow- 
ing their beds on earth — ^but in and over the far 
more dread region of living spirits— over the mind 
and heart of seraphim about the throne, and thence 
down to the last human soul bom into infant 
being. AU that complexity of wonder and of bound- 
lessness, from the lowest deep up to the wave touching 
on the throne of God, was given of the Father, and 
lay in the grasp of Him who there spoke to His pea- 
sant following on the mountain slope ! 

Accordingly, from that pre-eminence. He bade 
them go and make disciples of aU nations — or as 
Mark has it, preach the gospel to every creature — 
that is, so pour abroad the tidings of His name as 
that even the dumb creature, as it had shared man's 
curse, should now catch a part in His blessing, and 
the whole world that had been so marred through sin 
should be regenerated into beauty again. Yet this 
world conquest was to be a new thing in the earth — 
done neither by the wind, the earthquake, nor the 81*6, 
but by the still small voice ! Hence the twofold wea- 
pon of their work and conquest was to be in very 
essence spiritual There was a baptism of grace, 
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whereby the Name of Father, Son, and Holy Ghost — 
that is, the very fulness, nature, glories of the Triune 
Grodhead — were to be manifested, and, if we dare say 
so, scattered amongst men. And, with that, there was 
also to be the teaching or unfolding of the mind of 
Christ — not as one would teach a code of laws or 
observances — but as a new life to be conveyed into, 
and to quicken in the souls, and to kindle like a 
universal fire through the hearts of men. And just 
as the work was thus high and meant to be hindered 
by no barrier, and its aim the bringing of the whole 
earth, not by individuals merely, but by kingdoms 
and nations, to Jesus' feet, so the promise sealed 
upon the charge was not less great in scope. " Lo, I 
am with you alway," said the Lord, " even unto the- 
end of the world ! " He was to be with them. Who 
now, as their Head, ruled in the armies of heaven 
and among the inhabitants of the earth. He was to 
be with them, not in the way of companionship 
merely, as man walks with and aids man — but in 
the way of energy and soul and life — as the heart 
is in the body — as the sap is in the tree — as the 
tides are in the ocean. He was to be with them in 
a perfect interflow of life and power — He the body, 
they the members — He the vine, they the branches ; 
so that they should always go forth in their work 
clad in the terrors and the beauty of His might — as 
Mark records, putting such an awe upon the world 
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as that the belief or the rejection of Him should be a 
man's eternal blessing or his eternal curse. Yea, His 
followers should be endowed with startling gifts — ^to 
cast out devils — to speak with new tongues — ^to take 
up serpents — to drink draughts of poison imharmed 
— to heal the sick. These were to be supernatural 
signs in the early stage of what now in our later days 
Christian science and civilisation are eveiywhere 
literally achieving — conquering the evil and dis- 
tress and manifold afflictions of humanity — and signs 
also of the coming spiritual victories of Christ, when 
the kingdom of the wicked one should be made to 
yield one stronghold in the earth after another — ^the 
whole territory of the human soul should in the end 
be rescued — and the gospel kingdom should put down 
all enemies beneath its feet ! 

High and inspiring words the disciples must have 
felt these to be. For the narrow Galilean land be- 
neath their eye, they were now to pass on into the 
wide world. For their fishing in the quiet lake they 
were to go net in hand out on the sea of human life. 
For the pruning of their vineyards and the reaping 
of their com ridges, they were now to thrust in the 
sickle and reap the earth. For their peasant cottages 
in glen or on the shore, they were now to be pilgrims 
and workers in all lands, with their home the city of 
God in heaven. For their old standing beside Jesus 
of Nazareth in His peasant aspect, in His common 
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words and dress, they now found themselves side by- 
side with Jesus the eternal Son of God — ^nearto them 
as ever, but unseen — as truly human as before, but 
dwelling in Hini also all the fulness of the Godhead 
— His ear as ready to listen and His hand to help, 
but, in His noble stature now, God over all, blessed 
for ever ! 

We know not how far such contrasts did actually 
start up to the thoughts of the disciples. They were 
probably as yet following confusedly and faintly the 
great outlines Christ was throwing from His hand on 
the canvas of the future. As with the throng of an 
army following their leader — ^they catch a hint of 
daring plans, and feel the breath of victory in the air 
— ^but they cannot reach the level where their leader 
stands, in aU his breadth of combinations, and his 
far-sighted view into the coming struggle. So the 
assembly round Jesus, fast as spiritual intelligence 
was breaking on them, and deep and clear as snatches 
of His meaning struck them, yet could but stand far 
below Him, while from His prophet height above He 
spoke to them, and in the same words spoke on to 
generations to come after, and beheld, where none of 
their eyes could see, the course and issues and final 
glories of His kingdom. Yet, measured thus as may 
have been their spiritual sight at first, we know how 
these men, commissioned from the mount, after- 
wards wrought their work. They went forth armed 
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with two simple sacraments only — one needing but 
a few drops of water from the brook, the other but a 
morsel of bread and a cup of wine — armed with 
these and with a gospel of love, whose tale could be, 
when necessary, compressed into a single sentence 
for the dying ear — and wherever they moved, they 
swayed the hearts of men, as the wind sways the 
standing com. What was their power but the in- 
dwelling Christ they bore, — Him who was wiik them, 
at once the wave that floated them, and the wind 
that blew their bark, and the hand that steered 
their helm ? We know also how, in the long de- 
scent of the faithful — saints and preachers and 
martyrs and missionaries — ^there has been the same 
apparent nothingness of weapons, and yet the same 
sublimity of might. To what can we attribute it, but 
to the same Christ, in them, and with them, as their 
heart and life-blood and aU ? And as for us now, who 
are of that splendid lineage of saints and apostles, 
where shall we look for at once our high commission 
and the glory of our strength, save in the words of 
Christ again ? It is our backwardness and perhaps 
our coldness in the cause of Jesus, that we are ever 
but charily and tremblingly putting forward in the 
world the life of God in us we profess to hold the 
dearest and most sacred of aU things. As a church, 
and as individuals, we are ever shrinking back from 
the loudness and the opposition of the world — ^mak- 
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ing a hesitating efifort here, and trying a half-hearted 
enterprise there — as though the gospel of Jesus 
Christ were a homeless thing amongst men, and it 
were ever on the eve of drawing away and taking 
flight altogether. Such is the picture often we pre- 
sent in our feebleness and despondency, and in the 
spiritless and mechanical way in which we commend 
the gospel, either to those about us or in our mission- 
ary imdertakings through the world at large. How 
small our doings contrasted with the great results 
that miist be, if Christ's kingdom is ever to come — 
how weak our aims compared with the far stretch 
He swept hand and eye over when He looked from 
the GalUean mount — ^how inanimate our faith set 
side by side with the spiritual forces given us to 
wield — ^with the Name of Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 
— ^with their baptism of grace and power — ^with the 
whole height and depth of Christ's truth and love 
pledged to help us — and, above all, with His pre- 
sence pledged to be as a wall of fire around us to the 
end of the world ! Lack we anything to enable us 
to do God's work with the success and might of 
them ©f old, but a revival of our hold on these reali- 
ties — realities that have as good as faded and perished 
in these latter days ; — ^but an opening anew of th^ 
book of Christ's word and promise, and a clothing 
ourselves anew in the fulness of the blessing of His 
gospel ; — but an invoking round us of the strong arms 
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of the unseen Christ, and a deep persuasion settling 
itself within us, that, only let us go forth in His 
name and our heart set wholly on His cause, and He 
wiU be with us, every furrow we shall plough — every 
handful of seed we cast — He will waft our ship over 
every sea — He wiU make our feet beautiful on every 
mountain ! 

And what so gloriously would suffice for the Church 
again, — how deeply does it suffice for each redeemed 
soul ! The brave missionary who casts his all into 
the Lord's treasury and sets forth upon his wilderness 
path, — how the loneliness and peril of his way m« 
lighted, not by safety only, but by noble spiritual 
grandeur, as he looks up to the height whence Christ 
speaks again — " Lo, I am with you I " The pastor in 
his flock, weary either with the barrenness of past 
years or with the evils thrust upon his work by a 
false and goclless world, — ^how he regains his zeal and 
his soul kindles over his charge again, as he lifts his 
eye to the overlooking Jesus, and for the thousandth 
time, hears the words — " Lo, I am with you ! '* How 
the anxious and perhaps discouraged parent, praying 
for his children, fearing for their first contact with 
the world, struggling in the midst of family trial and 
loss, falls back upon the same words in oft-revived 
peace ! How the faithful life, beaten on by hard- 
ship and temptation, finding it the sternest and most 
terrible thing often to keep itself unspotted amid 
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scenes of rushing iniquity — ^how, ever as it would 
sink, these words again raise it on a rock! And 
how the poor sufferer on his sick-bed, or the mourner 
in the darkness of his sorrow, feels the Everlasting 
Arms underneath him and the brow of love above 
liim and the heart that on the cross died for him enter- 
ing into all the trouble and the pain of his, as the 
words once more are whispered — " Lo, I am with you : 
with you alway!" In short, what is it that has 
made human lives, weak as the weakest in them- 
selves, often put forth divine energy, and in times of 
crisis rise up and do deeds amazing and incredible ; 
what has tempted human courage to go through 
fires and tortures, the bare telling of which is a har- 
rowing of the ears ; what has borne up human hearts 
through years of anguish, through estates of frightful 
misery, through deaths of horror, and all not only 
without murmur, but with smUes, and purest, 
tenderest triumph; what but tlie hearing in the 
inner soul the sweet assurance of Jesus, " Lo, I am 
with you alway!" What but the feeling there of 
His life and spirit — ^what but the glory of the living 
God round about them, winding vitseK in with every 
undulation of their pain — salving each wound the 
instant it was made — plucking out each dart the 
instant it was thrust — and staying death the instant 
it raised its serpent head ! So that, looking at many 
of Christ's servants who have passed through and 
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gone out of the world, under what seem to ns the 
deep shadow of helplessness, suflTering, and miseiy, 
we woxdd, if we saw them right, behold them rather 
in the majesty of the great things Jesus has done in 
them and through them — ^we would see them in 
figures of apostolical sublimity, each one with the 
halo of its Lord around it, as if, after the pattern of 
His own heavenly beauty, clothed with a rainbow 
down to its feet ! How many lives thus, altogether 
passive to appearance among men — ^passive, broken, 
and silent — yet are glorified in the life and love of 
Him Who has been breathing on them all the way — 
bidding them do His work — ^bear His will — carry on 
His kingdom — ^but every sentence opening and clos- 
ing with the words, "Lo, I am with you alway!" 
And as this solves to us the riddle of many lives, how 
deeply also does it console us and uphold us amidst 
all the comings and goings of a changeful world — 
the thousand oppositions that seem to darken hope 
of Christ's cause — ^and the cheerless labour that is 
done in His name, and that is cast back upon us 
like straws from the world's wave — ^how reviving the 
faith that can continually pierce through aU, and set 
its gaze on Jesus on the mount — ^King of kings. Lord 
of lords — giving His commission as of old, and, with 
the commission, the promise that can never die — ^how 
reviving the faith, I say, that, in the words of David, 
can exult in the face of all : " The floods have lifted 
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up, Lord, the floods have lifted up their voice; the 
floods lift up their waves. The Lord on high is 
mightier than the noise of many waters, yea, than 
the mighty waves of the sea ! " 



CHAPTEE XVI. 

iigfe i&« farting. 



The gathering of the disciples on the Galilean 
mountain and the great charge spoken to them — all 
had the look of a final assemblage and a final expres- 
sion of the will of Him Who was' about to go to the 
Father. What remained but that He should now 
ascend into the light inaccessible? Yet, ample as 
that spiritual banquet on the mountain summit, there 
were fragments over Jesus lingered still patiently to 
take up. Certain of the brethren needed further nur- 
ture ere they parted — and hence His meeting them 
once more, as is with probability supposed, within the 
upper chamber in Jerusalem. He had bidden fare- 
well to the sacred circle of Galilee — He was now in 
the throng and dust of the holy city again, but as a 
traveller standing at the threshold, and uttering some 
last words ere He passed forth upon His way. 

We know not who were the selected followers thus 
permitted to hang on His receding steps : the eleven 
at any rate must have been of the number, with 
others who were now literally forsaking all, that, 
carrying the gospel only, they might go scattered into 
all the earth. To these, then. He appeared,* remind- 

• Luke xxiv. 44-49 ; Acts i. 4, 5. 
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ing them of things He had spoken to them before 
His passion — specially how the ancient scriptures, 
from Moses downwards, testified of Him, and in His 
death and resurrection and ascension would have 
their absolute fulfilment now. He opened their 
imderstanding^ it is said, thus to understand these 
scriptures. Not but what they had imderstood in 
measure well already. The teaching of the Forty 
Days hitherto had given them broad and far light 
on the holy records of their fathers. But, in the 
supernatural striking of the hand of Christ, there 
were keys vdthin the soul now moved of deeper 
response — ^there were chambers opened into which as 
yet the flood of light they had without had not 
pierced. Hence the understanding now surveyed 
the Scriptures, as in words, and framework, and 
general expression still the same, but in thousandfold 
depth of meaning infinitely different and new. like 
as, for example, in the eye of commoii natural intelli- 
gence we cast over the sweep of some noble land- 
scape, we take in the colour and proportion and 
loveliness enough — ^but if we are gifted, over and 
above, with the insight science teaches, we can read 
the scene before us in its deeper meanings — ^we can 
seize a hundred points of truth and interest which 
utterly escape the ordinary gaze. Or, looking out 
upon a broad stretch of ocean, we are open to the 
impressions of sublimity that come to all observers, 
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whether from its tempest or its calm — ^but if with 
added knowledge we are able to go deeper than the 
upper wave, to see and read in thought the network 
of currents moving underneath — ^to explore the re- 
cesses of ocean fcjrests, and set before us a picture of 
ocean life in its marvels and its boundlessness, the. 
expanse before us changes to a world in which all 
things become new. So the fair pages of the Word 
of God lay open to the sight of the disciples — ^lay- 
open in the beauty and variety of psahn, of prophecy, 
and history — and they may have felt that not one 
limit of the sacred whole but they had reached and 
understood; but when Jesus let faU His drop of 
divine fire into their hearts, and its new vision 
kindled through them, how new and speaking started 
up the volimie they supposed that they had known — 
how its chapters set themselves in new connexions — 
how the hidden treasures of wisdom and of know- 
ledge shed the veil off them down into their own 
depths — ^how, above all, there rose, as the sum and 
meaning of all, one figure full of grace and truth, 
and that figure with the dress and splendour of the 
Godhead on it, — the figure of the Lord Jesus Christ ! 
Have we not the same change of understanding 
often wrought in us? So long as we traverse an 
easy and an ordinary path in life, without any sharp 
cross to quicken us, our acquaintance with the Word 
of God is of an apparently true enough yet really 
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remote and unsearchiug kind. We present the truth 
of texts and doctrines to our eye and mind ; and by 
dint of a strong imagination or a quick spiritual in- 
stinct, often those who have not themselves passed 
through the fires can yet set forth vividly, and on 
the whole truthfully, what the Word of God is to the 
broken and misery-burdened heart. But at the best 
we reach not beyond a certain bound, where it is 
written to the common mind and thought — Thus far, 
but no farther ! There is then a shadowy play as it 
were between us and the deep things of God. We 
put words upon them when we preach, and we find 
them expounded to us in books — and we may dream 
we comprehend them ; but always a film of unreality 
hovers betwixt us and them, and we do truly know 
them not, until the anointing hand^ of Jesus passes 
on our eyes — until a day of personal wounding and 
suffering and shattering of our life comes, and then 
the soul, open to its very depth in the vision of the 
Spirit — no longer shadowing things forth on the dial 
of the understanding or the fency-no longer catch- 
ing images from mere bursts of feeling and emotion — 
but its interior wiU and heart laid open to the will of 
God — the soul then sees Scripture new, and finds aU 
its fountains flowing, and beholds within it, as its 
Alpha and its Omega, Jesus Christ the Son of the 
living God. We do not need to seek far to discover 
those who have all their lifetime been on remote 
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tenns with their Bibles — or to whom the highest 
truths have been but occasions of intellectual or 
emotional pleasure — ^but in the sharp visitation of 
their God have learned another view altogether, like 
the flashing on them of a new life. How often for 
years has the preacher descanted eloquently and 
forcibly on the gospel of his Master, yet never, imtil 
he has been silenced by aflBiction or pierced througli 
and through in all his best hopes by the arrow-shot 
of death, has had the gospel brought like a flood into 
his own heart ! How often has the man, intensely 
busy with the world, but who has paused regularly 
once in seven ,days to listen to the message of the 
things belonging to his peace, yet never caught their 
power till some sweep of failure has destroyed his 
schemes and pride, and in the wreck there has rung 
on him the voice from heaven — Thou art the man I 
How often has the ear of strong health heard as 
though it heard not the preaching of God's word, 
familiar to it, but no more real than the soimding 
brass or tinkling cymbal — yet the same person is 
changed by a stroke into the feeble invalid, and as 
he droops upon his bed, then as rivers of water the 
comforts and the promises of God's blessed book flow 
in upon his soul ! And how often have the exercises 
of religion been as the pampering we have used 
wherewith to conjure up the flow of sentiment or to 
move us into the luxury of emotion, false as fleeting 
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— until some wrench of God's visitation tears the 
life in sunder, and the surface-deep feelings with 
which we made such delusive play vanish in a 
moment, and the realities of God stand face to face 
with us in the very life-spring of the heart ! Such the 
rapid change from the common outer imderstanding 
to that hidden imderstanding only the Divine hand 
can waken — from the outer vision to that inner 
spiritual eye only the Divine touch can make start 
into light. What price would we not pay to be 
thus changed in the spirit of the inner life — ^thus to 
see the truth of God unrolling its sheets of new love- 
liness and meaning to our gaze — ^thus to be able to 
handle and look upon things divine, and to feel that 
as they glow and unfold themselves we glow also, 
that the Spirit of God witnesses with our spirits, as 
one playing up and down harpstrings of fire, that 
these things are to us life and power ? For such a 
change some have paid the prices of sickness, suffer- 
ing, coming death. Yet no one, I believe, but rejoices 
in the end ; for the opening of the understanding, is 
it not the doing of the Lord Jesus ? — ^the overthrow of 
our outward strength for the coming in of the truth, 
and promises, and consolations, and the whole trea- 
sure of God's Word for ever, is it not the entering of 
the Lord Himself, that He may dawn upon us and 
dwell within us as the depth and the reality, and 
the beginning and the end of aQ ? 
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To the illimiined mind of the disciples, then, the 
glass of Scripture now shone with ftdl and heavenly 
sense. Jesus put it into words when He added — 
" And, behold, I send the promise of the Father upon 
you!" Not but what there had been endless pro- 
mises from God the Father — indeed the whole path 
of Scripture had been thick strewn with promises, 
and to the eye and foot wandering through the thicket 
it was hard to say which, as fairer or fuller than 
another, was entitled to be named the promise of 
the Father. But the meaning was, that the whole 
simi of promises amounted to that one pre-eminent 
and glorious promise. No one text worded it — no 
one prophet had pronounced it save in fragment 
hints : but on the Christ-taught soul taking now a 
retrospect of all, there arose, pieced out of all the 
texts, shaped out from all the prophets, gathering and 
rounding aU the glow and eloquence and thousand 
chords of Scripture into itself, and standing out 
luminous and grand, "the promise of the Father!" 
like as when we examine in detail we yet cannot 
follow or connect the parts and windings of some 
noble structure, we see many gleams of beauty 
here and there, but the general result is that of 
confusedness and darkness, till we retire to some 
point which overlooks the whole, the architect 
unfolds to us his plan and meaning, and we see 
the whole building shoot up from the earth as one 
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shaft of light. Or a^ when we are wading throiigh 
the deep waters of our own troubled life — section 
by section as it comes is replete to ns with nought, 
it may be, but confusion and dismay — ^until we reach 
a landing-place whence we can survey a space of one 
or two or more years behind us, and we behold then 
the blindness and the trouble all resolve themselves 
into a wise and loving plan of God. So we read his- 
tory aright : to men who are lim/ng history there seems 
nothing but an anarchical haphazard ruling the issues 
of the hour; but, placed at the distance of a century 
or two thereafter, we can see behind us all the tur- 
moil and the changes and the chances of the time 
roimd themselves into a well-ordered plan — ^we can 
see that through all the mist and storm God's hand 
never for one moment left the helm. So we are 
taught a sublime purpose ran through the ages of 
Scripture. Without the clue of Christ's enlighten- 
ment, we should in the multitude of shifting parts be 
lost ; but He takes us out beyond all, and places us 
on the height of heavenly vision, and thence we can 
expound the whole sacred volume — its unity unfolds 
and rises on us — as its central object, Jesus HimseK, 
the Word made flesh, emerging in His mystic stature 
— then, clothing Him aU round in light as in a gar- 
ment, the blessed and thrice holy. Spirit, sent to 
reveal Him and to magnify Him and to glow upon 
Him in His people's vision and in their very hearts. 
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Such the sum of Scripture, from the first faint touch 
of promise after Eden to the full simburst in the 
Lord's resurrection and ascension; and in one ex- 
pression it was put sublimely, when Christ held it 
all forth to His disciples as "the promise of the 
Father !" — the thousand rays burning into one focus- 
spot — ^the thousand streams gushing to one river's 
mouth ! 

The very stir of such a revelation in the souls of 
Christ's hearers must have acted like a fiery impulse, 
urging them at once to go abroad with its tidings 
amongst men. Did they not feel they had a full 
grasp upon the message — ^was it not a message that 
would startle and convert the stoutest heart — and for 
lack of such a message was the world not at that 
moment perishing? We can conceive, therefore, 
their haste to snatch up staff and scrip, and to dis- 
perse as preachers of the living God. So the hasty 
disciple, kindled by the teachings of his master, and 
with new truth breaking in a flood upon him, thinks 
he can in a moment become teacher in his turn, and 
rushes on the task before men, till suddenly he finds 
himself beyond his depth, and is forced to struggle 
back in helplessness and shame. So the ardent but 
linwise soldier, moved by some tale of rapid onset 
and victory, leads his men in impetuous charge, and, 
his force thus rashly spent, instead of victory, he is 
overthrown with defeat. The zeal of the followers of 
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Jesus may have been for a moment of such a stamp ; 
but if so, He arrested them with wise emphatic 
hand. 

"Tarry ye," said He, "in the city of Jerusalem, 
until ye be endued with power from on high !" Or 
as Luke again reports the saying more specially in 
the Acts of the Apostles, " For John truly baptized 
with water; but ye shall be baptized with the Holy 
Ghost not many days hence !" 

Had they gone out in that hour of fervour from 
the upper room, they would infallibly have lost their 
cause. They would have depended only on the fire 
within their own souls. They would have fought 
with mere novice valour, and with the first crude 
weapons they could find at hand. And in such im- 
equal contest with the evil God-hating subtle world, 
they would speedily have fallen into loss and sor- 
row — unshielded, unskilled, and their courage that 
neither of the calm eye nor the deliberate hand, the 
fiery darts of the wicked one would have scattered 
them in ruin. . Whereas the Lord Jesus held them 
restrained until His revelation had a time of thought 
and prayer to sink fully and weightily into their 
hearts, — until they should gain a familiar mastery 
over aU its meaning, — until it should work in them, 
breathe through them, and possess them, — imtil, 
above aU, He Himself should clothe them with the 
armour of the Spirit, guard them at all points with 
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weapons from above, and on their inner life pour the 
baptism of fire. Surely it was worth the tarrying, 
even while the world seemed each hour to perish, — 
worth the patience and the prayer and deep check 
upon the spirit, if at last the prepared band would 
find the gate thrown open, and be bidden go forth, 
surely conquering and to conquer ! 

We can never value too much similar restraints of 
the hand of God. If the truth of Christ has found 
its way bumingly and savingly into my heart, I may 
long to give immediate witness of His love, and may 
be tempted rashly to declare the gospel of so great a 
peace. I may do this at the cost of speaking only 
under impulse and confusion, and not only to the 
shame of my own message, but to the triumph of a 
mocking world, whose ear is quick to hear, and its 
enmity skilful to turn to account whatever weakness 
is either spoken or done under the Christian name. 
How much better I should first pass through a day 
of waiting, — spend a time of tarrying and prayer 
before Grod, that I may lay hold of Jesus and His 
grace through all the heart, — ^that I may receive the 
Divine baptism, be clad in the dress of Divine power, 
— ^and then, chastened, humble, earnest, well-skilled, 
and true in aim, that I should in due season shew 
forth the Lord Jesus both in life and words that 
cannot be gainsaid I 

Again, if I have before me the conflict of an ardu- 
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ous life, in which there is the strain of work and the 
besetting of temptation, — ^in which I feel good con- 
science and a pure heart often put to risk, and know 
that in my own heart there are but too many traitor- 
ous responses to the assaults of evil firom without, — 
I may presume on the vigour of my own self-reU- 
ance, and the light of Christian principle such as I 
have taken in from childhood, — ^I may set these up 
as my strength and shield; but to a certainty in 
some one tush of the adversary it will be seen how 
little these do stand me instead, — ^that, when put 
to the test, they perish like the broken reed. How fei 
surer were I to secure some section of my life apart 
as a quiet haven, where the rough billows of the 
world's life should never break, there to tarry often 
and again in the breathing presence of the blessed 
Lord, — catch upon my life the dews of His Holy 
Spirit, — give them space in their quiet deep baptism 
to move me through and through, to quicken me with 
power, to so change my weakness into the strength 
of heaven as that I should do aU things in the evil 
day, and having done all should still stand ! 

And again, if I am being sifted under the chastise- 
ment of Grod, — if I am taken apart out of the glowing 
current of life, and laid on a bed of solitariness and 
languishing, — if I am overtaken in the way by the 
crushing of a great sorrow or the stroke of a great 
loss, — shall I meet the cruel trial by stoic muteness 
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or by the nerve of natural thought and courage, — 
shall I wrestle with it and make myself doubly weary 
under it by a vain struggle either to thrust it from 
me or to gain the mastery over it ? Shall I not rather 
tarry at the feet of Christ, — shall I not turn up ear- 
nest eyes and heart for the sweet and stealing influ- 
ence of His grace, — ^wait till I am clothed with all 
His beauty and His consolations and His life, — 
humble myseK in the patience and the silence of my 
whole heart, until, in the good time of God, He may 
raise me up ? Surely this has been the maimer of 
the ten thousand times ten thousand bruised and 
bleeding souls who have borne, many of them, life- 
long suffering in the furnace fires of God. They have 
seen the brightness of their Lord aU the while, and 
have held Him fast, and have felt Him on their side 
mighty, had it so pleased Him, to have any moment 
freed them from their pain ; but still they have tar- 
ried at His bidding, they have gone on drinking from 
His word, they have in their burdened lives taken in 
a deeper and yet deeper baptism from heaven, and at 
last, lifted from the ashes of their woe on earth, they 
have passed, purified, glorified, and as the shining 
sons of God, into the kingdom of their rest ! 

Thus, for the people of Christ in their varied states, 
— ^for the Church of Christ in its battle with the 
might of evil, — ^it is good to look back on the pause 
of the disciples in Jerusalem. We learn thence the 
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ai*ms we must wield, and how in God's strength to 
wield them. Zeal, and learning, and a deep know- 
ledge of the things of God, and all the accomplish- 
ment and influence we can throw around the Church, 
will never of themselves serve in the day of work 
and strife. We cannot make a Church's true pro- 
gress, — we cannot break down the strongholds of sin 
and Satan roimd us, — we cannot effect the great 
changes in the world's course, for which every voice 
is summoning us,— we cannot convert and redeem 
souls to Christ, — ^if we fight only with the weapons 
we have named, — if we wrestle only as we should 
wrestle in an encoimter with flesh and blood. We 
must call to mind that " we wrestle not against flesh 
and blood, but against principalities, against powers, 
against the rulers of the darkness of this world, against 
spiritual wickedness in high places," — ^that " the wea- 
pons of our warfare, therefore, are not carnal but spi- 
ritual," — that we must tarry for the baptism of the 
Spirit as the one essential, — that the Church, through- 
out the hearts and privacy of its members, and at the 
altars of its worship, and in the ministiy of its pnl- 
pits, and in all the counsels held for its work and 
movement amongst men, must complain to God of 
its own coldness and poverty of faith, must pray inces- 
santly and as with one voice for God to breathe on it 
the breath of power, must disown trust in all its own 
capacities and deeds, and must plead again and again 
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to be clothed in the full panoply of God. It is the 
worst of mockeries for us ever to engage in Christ's 
work, virtually faithless as to Christ Himself: no 
eflfort wiU be blessed, and no gift of highest quaKty 
will reach the end for which alone a Church is in the 
earth at all, unless when all is done we wait intently 
for the sprinkling from on high : then, and then 
only, with that baptism upon us, we witness among 
men "with demonstration of the Spirit and with 
power 
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CHAPTER XVII. 



" '^taibtii «{r txda @Iorg." 



We are now in the hour of last farewell — the teach- 
ings of the Forty Days are wound up — "the things 
pertaining to the kingdom of God " have taken root 
— the preludes of the Pentecostal baptism have been 
given — the light has broadened into the very verge 
of day — and the Lord therefore is about to set His 
face heavenward and to part. 

The place selected for the parting was the wild 
but beautiful retreat of Bethany * Of all His haunts, 
Jesus seemed to cUng to this the most, and on its 
hallowed soil He chose to leave the last pressure of 
His feet. He did not think of a return to His home 
of many years in Nazareth — for there His own kins- 
folk had frowned discredit on Him : nor to the other 
parts of Galilee He knew so well, for there His going 
and coming, though touched with many colourings 
of sunshine, had been mixed too with much bitter- 
ness and trouble : nor to Jerusalem, for there, under 
the very monimients of its long history, rich with the 
favour and the gifts of God, He had always been 
'* rejected and despised of men." He chose Bethany, 
because it had been the one refuge where He had 

♦ Luke xxiv. 50, 52 ; Acts i. 6-12. 
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breathed in purest repose — ^where love had always 
met Him with its simple welcome — where, too, in 
the raising of Lazarus, He had given the greatest 
foretoken of the gateway He should open in His own 
resurrection into life — where, in a word, He had 
tasted of the deep tenderness both of joy and sorrow, 
and had been as one withdrawn from the heat and 
dust into some shaded grove, with only the echoes of 
a murmurous brook breaking on His ear. Drawn 
then to the beloved spot, " He led His disciples out 
as far as to Bethany," and thence went on His ascen- 
sion path to heaven. 

It was a singular retracing of His triumphal entry 
to Jerusalem not many weeks before, as now He led 
His little following of Mends out by the same path 
towards Olivet. If we dare think of Him as walking 
with them in the old fashion of bodily presence, how 
many points were there at which His foot must have 
been disposed to linger ! There were the streets in 
which the mob had shouted for His death : here the 
High Priest's hall where He had been dragged in the 
ghastly down : here the lordly threshold of Pontius 
Pilate whence He had finally been thrust out : here 
the yet prouder roofs and pinnacles of Herod's dwell- 
ing : here the majestic Temple, with its doors and 
altars open for the throngs of Israel : then the broad 
causeway crossing the vale of Kidron, and climbing 
on into the olive gardens of the mount : then the 
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spot upon the hill's shoulder, shaded by its waving 
palms, whence the vision of the whole city was be- 
held, lying in its sunny whiteness, and girt by its 
orchards and gardens, in their thick and varied 
foliage rippling like a sea : then the path dipping 
round the edge, and the last glimpse and murmur of 
the city lost : then, opening on the view, the wild 
uplands behind Bethany — Bethany itself in its rudely 
clustered dwellings perched upon its rocks — ^beyond 
it the long winding descent, through rocks and valleys, 
downward to the palms and towers of Jericho — ^be- 
yond that still, the cleft of Jordan and its Dead Sea — 
and, hanging over all, the brown summits of the 
Peraean hills ! Such the path trodden, and such the 
journey's end, as Jesus led His disciples to the ascen- 
sion parting. 

As haply they rested among the scattered rocks — 
rested in that spot so lone and silent, with the screen 
of Olivet shutting out the city, with the village in its 
still life below them, with the waste of ridge and 
valley far around them, and with the blue heavens 
arching over all — ^they asked the question of Christ, — 
" Lord, wilt Thou at this time restore again the king- 
dom to Israel?" 

They were beating high in heart with all that He 
had taught them ; even now their converse with Him 
must have been like the inspiration of a heaven 
immanent upon their path ; and, ere the Lord should 
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arise and say their talk was done, they hurriedly put 
this question, as though the kingdom that was bur- 
dening their own souls should even now come in their 
beloved land. It was as an impatient stepping from 
the ranks — ^brave, and quiet, and compacted ranks 
though they were — ^it was as an incontrollable ges- 
ture forward ere the Leader's signal was displayed. 
And, accordingly, Jesus repressed the hasty burst. 

" It is not for you," said He, ** to know the times 
or the seasons, which the Father hath put in His own 
power!" 

Then, diverting attention to another aspect of their 
calling altogether, as that which should merge all 
thoughts and hopes and feelings in its scope. He 
added : " But ye shall receive power, after that the 
Holy Ghost is come upon you ; and ye shall be wit- 
nesses unto me in Jerusalem, and in aU Judea, and 
in Samaria, and unto the uttermost part of the 
earth !" 

It was substituting for their ruffle of impatience 
the grandeur and enthusiasm of the work given them 
to do. It was recalling them out of the last narrow 
hesitation which kept them hovering round the hills 
of Israel alone, to look out rather on the broad arena 
of the world — ^to start from Jerusalem, it is true, but 
from that to sweep their circle roimd Judea — ^then to 
break the barrier into despised Samaria — ^then, the 
spell of old Jewish boundary thus swept away, to 
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halt not after until their range traversed the whole 
earth. It was giving them sight in short of the brook 
becoming a river, and the river a sea. Where they 
stood on the slopes of Bethany, the fountain was just 
beginning to trickle and flow, but yonder in vision 
was the world-wide sea, whitened by the gospel sails, 
and its waves washing every shore ! And this was 
to be theirs to do! They were to be witnesses of 
Jesus. They were to be touched anon with the 
touchstone of Divine power, when the Holy Ghost 
should come upon them — and forth on this their life 
enterprise they were immediately to go ! Was it not 
enough that its enthusiasm should absorb them : 
that its difficulties, hazards, honours, greatness, 
should alone concern them : would it be likely, 
when they once embarked in it, any thought of 
times and seasons any more should cross them : 
would they not rather, in their earnestness, in their 
passion to make out a noble testimony for their 
blessed Lord, fling every speculative thought aside, 
leave the mystery of times and seasons, where alone 
they can be known, in God the Father's secret hand, 
and work on for the work's very joy, even though 
the work should be for ever ? Even in the occupa- 
tions of the earth employing men's mind and hands, 
we can note how wholly one may get absorbed in 
labour, often heavy and exhausting labour, for the 

sake, not of any close to be arrived at, or reward to 

Q 
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be secured, but literally for the labour's own sake. 
There is a strange exhilaration in the work itseK— 
as, for instance, in the mere toil of gaining know- 
ledge, or in the path and drudgery of some art or 
science, where the pursuit mounts into a passion, 
and yet personal gain is never dreamed of, and a 
final period to the labour would be misery. Through 
increase of what it wins, the mind only glows to 
labour more, till death strikes in and stops the ener- 
gies in midspeed. So, far more the disciples at the 
ascension were, and the servants of the Lord Jesus 
now are, presumed to forget themselves and every 
selfish calculation in the deep intensity of gospel life 
and work. The power of the Holy Ghost in them is 
surely more fervid than the fire of any human 
. earnestness : the fulfilment of their witness for the 
Lord Jesus, in character, in words, in life, is surely 
a calling of more glorious kind than that of any 
human interest — the watching for the glory of the 
living God — sanctifying themselves daily, hourly in 
the midst of an evil time and race — praying for the 
advent that is hastening — and ever, as they bring in 
grace and spread it in the world, opening wider yet 
the doors for more, and having visions of the glorious 
kingdom like the roll of sunlit billows coining from 
afar; — surely these things, that stir and animate and 
wrap up the follower of Christ, are more than aU the 
vehemence that in human things can work or bum. 
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Thus, in point of fact, the true disciple presses on 
with clear and single gaze : enough for him that, in 
the blessedness and ecstasy of being feUow with his 
Lord, he labour in his place and lot from day to 
day : times and seasons come to concern him not : 
he joys only in the life he lives and in the fruits 
which, it may be with the strain of all his heart, he 
lays on the altar of the cross : and thus intent, and 
self-oblivious, and waxing high in the will of God, he 
goes on until death, as God's messenger, arrests him, 
and then " blessed is that servant, whom his Lord, 
when He cometh, shall find so doing!" 

And now the mountain shelf behind Bethany be- 
came the platform for the wonder of ascension. Prob- 
ably many things still crowded to the lips of the 
disciples, but the moment of the end was come, and 
putting back that rush of love and layiug down the 
earthly bonds that had held Him so long and were 
so dear, the Lord arose in the midst and stretched 
forth His hands and blessed them. While He blessed, 
the enveloping as of an awful trance fell aroimd 
them. Straight from where they stood a great shaft 
of light opened upward through the heavens, running 
on in its ascent into the abyss of God. It gathered, 
to it, on its burning steps, and gleaming with their 
myriad gleams through its latticed sides, the hosts of 
heaven — the seraphim who stand next the upper light, 
the angel-messengers whose errands unseen are yet 
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often to and fro upon the earth — the saints made 
perfect from the vanward place of righteous Abel 
downward to the last white-robed spirit, who, rising 
in the risen Christ, had entered glory. They crowded 
in their far-sweeping circles, veUed yet eager for their 
coming King! On the ear was borne the wafting 
of their music, dim in distance, yet even thus teUing 
of an ocean's swelL And as the disciples' brows were 
white in upward gaze, gradually their Lord was 
parted from them,— yet, never, never turning from 
them these eyes of love ; never, never drawing back 
these hands of blessing ; but, even as He spake, and 
blessed, and shed His last tenderness upon them, so 
He went up in growing light— a cloud received Him 
on its amber breast — and He went on along the bur- 
nished passage-way, past the borders of the angel 
tlirong, and up through choir after choir, till, steeped 
in light, and dwindling far into the very effluence of 
God, He gave, as it were, in remotest glory, a swift 
glimpse caught on earth of the crystal throne, and 
His sitting down on the right hand on high, and then 
aU vanished away!* Vision stupendous as it had 
been, there stood out on the gazers left behind at 
Bethany this one pre-eminent reality — ^that their 
Lord had gone from them not as He had done in the 
repeated vanishings of the Forty Days, when it 
anight have been alleged His form had melted as 

♦ Mark xvi. 19. 
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an unsubstantial thing into air. Now, in this final 
going to the Father, He had ascended slowly, bodily, 
without change of form or feature, human as He had 
been with them in His speech, and there in His 
walk on the Jerusalem road : if human therefore in 
the body He upbore to glory, human^ in His heart 
and spirit — still the Man Christ Jesus on the throne 
— still, although in the depths of Godhead, the very 
Lord they had known and claimed in His sorrows 
arid His sufferings, in His depth of pity, in His great 
and deathless love! From that humanity then,, 
carried with its wounds and victories into the 
highest presence of the Father, would flow back 
to them, as from its root, the spiritual presence now 
to flow upon them, and to fling its boundlessness 
and glory on the earth : it would flow back, a thing 
united with the height and depth of Godhead, but 
human as of old in all its sympathies, and grace.^ 
and understanding of their hearts, and the help it 
would shed within them, and the guardianship with 
which it would build them round. Such was the 
GaHleans' gazing after their receding Lord : He 
was lost, but found to them again: He was gone, 
but instantaneously He was there again around 
them : Elijah from his chariot-cloud had dropped 
but his mantle to Elisha, while to them the 
Lord was giving back Himself : as men they were, 
in short, from around whom the sun had drunk 
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lip the dews and parched the earth, but only that it 
might scatter on the soil again the rush of quicken- 
ing rain! 

But as thus rapt in soul they still gazed up on the 
vanished track of Christ, two men in white apparel, 
members of an angel company, stood by them, and 
greeted them with the words — " Ye men of Galilee, 
why stand ye gazing up into heaven ? This same 
Jesus, which is taken up fi*om you into heaven, shall 
so come in like manner as ye have seen Him go into 
heaven !" It was startling them back into their mo- 
mentous life and work. It was reminding them it 
became them, left in holy charge where their Lord 
had but now stood, to begin to play their mighty 
part, to stand no longer in ecstatic mood longing for 
the irrecoverable, but in sober earnest now to take to 
them the strength of God, and turn away to the con- 
quest of a future better than the past — ^their Lord's 
new kingdom in the earth ! And there was, moreover, 
given the signal promise of that kingdom — that as 
Jesus had ascended so He would come again. Be- 
fore so great a prospect all other things melted as 
to nothing. Work the most arduous became light 
to men looking on to the glorious descent. Times 
and seasons seemed as a mere span between. Suffer- 
ing, life, death, centuries of the world's history, 
shrank as within the compass of a day. To 
the Galileans, in short, henceforth, these became 
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the two cardinal events — ^the ascension they had just 
witnessed— the return of Christ in second advent. 
These were as two piUars on the earth, their shining 
columns going up to heaven — ^their mighty arch over- 
stretching human life and story, it might be, for 
multitudes of years — and yet, to the eye looking 
ardently from this to that, from the one pillar to the 
other, the space between dwindled into the mere 
passage of a step. We wonder not, therefore, how 
the disciples afterwards went, mightily subduing all 
things. They were head and shoulders above the 
world, ever gazing to the end. There were such 
voices constantly ringing in their ears as — "Behold, 
the Bridegroom cometh ! " " The Lord is at hand ! " 
" The Judge standeth by the door ! " And of their 
spirit, if we are true to the ascended Christ, we must 
have received. We can have no key to our lives but 
that we are hurrying between the two great occur- 
rences which now, so to speak, enclose us, and all 
men, within their momentous shadow. Behind us 
yonder, from Bethany, ascends the path of light; 
above us, as we live and move day by day, even now 
that path of the Eedeemer's feet crosses us in the 
unseen heavens; and then, yonder, in the awful 
future, it descends again in judgment flame to meet 
us on the earth. If we realise this as our present 
way, with that the coining of the Lord Jesus as its 
goal, how marvellously all things must change around 
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US, — how frivolities and petty cares and interests 
must perish,— how recklessness of thought or life 
must suffer check, — ^how solemn will the work we 
have to do, and the time we have to spend, in the 
world, become, — ^how endurable the griefs and trials, 
how short the vexings, how true the consolations, 
how grand the commonest tasks within our lot, when 
all have the colour flung upon them from the de- 
scending glories of our Lord ! We look up whither 
He has gone, and we exclaim, " Our life is hid with 
Christ in God V* and then, in the fast and far antici- 
pations of our thought, we leap onward to the end, 
and add — "When Christ, Who is our life, shall appear, 
we shaU appear with Him also in glory !" 

So the group on the steep of Bethany worshipped 
Jesus. They stood in their apparent desertedness, 
and breathed their first prayer to Him Who now was 
in the presence of the Father, bearing the censer of 
His own blood, and setting forth the prayers of all 
saints. But it was not a prayer of reed desertedness, 
or anything like sorrow: rather was it a burst of 
praise ; for, although, looking round, the Holy Form 
was no longer there amongst them, and the lonely 
wilds were pathetic in their silence, and the earth, 
after the great light that had dazzled them, was dim 
^ihey yet knew that, behind the eclipse of quiet 
and dulness, there hung the splendours of their Lord; 
and if the common earth beheld a veil — ^between them 
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and the face of Jesus now for ever there was none. 
They worshipped Him therefore, and returned to 
Jerusalem with great joy. They repassed all the 
landmarks on the way. They rounded Olivet with 
eager step. The same all looked, and yet, in that 
hour, how changed ! They saw the city in its beauty 
at their feet. They were flushed and throbbing with 
the love of Him Who had once wept over that very- 
scene. They would take up His work, — they would 
bum with His pity, — they would spread out their 
arms, as He had longed to do, and save and bless 
and gather aU! So they descended, winding through 
the olive-groves, and into the pathway of the streets, 
their hearts big with great design, and that they 
might abide together in their last watch before day ! 




CHAPTER XVIIL 
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In the silence betwixt the hour of Ascension and that 
of Pentecost there was the last watch before day * The 
assembled Galileans kept the watch, now gliding in 
and out among the throngs of the Temple, perhaps 
mutely for the most part, but in their kindled hearts 
blessing and praising God, and again meeting as a 
veiled company within the upper room, and there, in 
the hush of prayer, waiting for the opening of the 
windows of heaven. The last remnant of dimness 
had melted off their vision — no longer was faith 
amongst them putting out its foot in timorous feeble- 
ness, but standing firm and sure as on a rock — and no 
longer was each hiding selfish thoughts and interests 
apart, but all came together in the common expecta- 
tion that had fused them aU in one. Even Mary, the 
mother of Jesus, raised the shadow of her grief, and, 
amidst the throng, shewed her face serene in light. 
Thus day after day passed — patient, silent, palpi- 
tating — first as the morning stole in upon the room 
of prayer, and then again as the evening faded over 
the watchers into night. They had time, meanwhile, 

• Luke xxiv. 68; Acta i. 12-26, iL 1-12 
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under Peter's leading, and through solemn choosingand 
casting of lots, to replace the lost Judas by another wit- 
ness of the resurrection. But, that incident over, the 
assemblage closed together again, as though around 
some viewless Presence, and resumed their watch. 

At length, on the mom of Pentecost, the spell was 
broken. It was as with the brooding storm on the 
face of earth — in the preluding deathlike calm all 
nature seems to feel the weight — in its thousandfold 
life it is breathlessly stUl, yet restless and uneasy, as 
though bound by some restraint of keenest pain, 
imtil the tempest breaks up its fountains like a great 
deep, and then, as it sweeps the earth, nature leaps 
into wild and many-voiced response, the mountains 
clap their hands, the forests echo like a sea, the val- 
leys pour with torrents, and the whole earth, re- 
strained no more, calls aloud for joy; So the still 
hearts bowed together in the upper room — one moment 
there was the sense as of the air around them sur- 
charged with a pressure they could no longer bear — 
tongue and heart were bound up in anguish; next 
moment there came a sound from heaven as of a 
rushing mighty wind — not literal storm careering 
over hill and city, but an awfulness of sound as 
though the world and its foundations should be 
shaken, and yet not a lock of any one stirred upon his 
temples, not a swirl of dust was raised in the street — 
it filled the house where the Galileans were sitting ; 
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and as each looked upon his neighbour in amazement, 
he beheld a tongue of flame burning on the brow of 
each; and, simultaneously, the Holy Ghost flooded 
aU. their hearts, and they began to speak in other 
tongues as the Spirit gave them utterance ! They rose 
now, released from dumbness into free activity and 
joy. Sorrow and shrinking were with them no more. 
Peter, with his rough face luminous beneath its sign 
of fire, gave the watchword. Thomas followed, ready 
for any fate. John was on their steps, his eagle eye 
of double lustre. Mary Magdalene came forth also, 
the weeping of the past replaced by a light of glad- 
ness for ever. So with all the others — ^brethren and 
sisters in the Lord — as they went, like possessors of a 
charm, into the street — as they accosted this passen- 
ger, that, and the other — as with strange intensity yet 
perfect calm they spoke to each in his own tongue 
the gospel of the crucified but risen Christ. At one 
point a swart Egyptian heard the news; at another, 
an Arabian from the desert; at a third, a polished 
Greek ; again a Eoman, stopped in his haughty pas- 
sage ; yet again, a flowing Parthian from hia distant 
steppes; and aU the Jews, and all the strangers in the 
city, and aU of every nation under heaven — all heard, 
each in his mother speech, the wonderful works of 
God! The report ran to and fro like the murmur of 
many waters; the streets became thronged in deep 
excitement ; here and there the Galileans were seen 
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flitting, putting to the proof, with all who would give 
ear, the gift of fire they had received from heaven; 
and, finally, Peter stood up in the midst, and, with 
the multitude before him like a great harvest of a 
sudden ready for the sickle, he began to preach the 
First Sermon of the Cross ! 

Now then, as we tarry for a moment at the scene, 
we see the Forty Days gloriously fulfilled. The twi- 
light mists of morning are all scattered and gone. 
The day is fully come. The Lord Jesus now is per- 
ceived by His poorest follower to be " Head over aU 
things to the Church which is His Body — ^the ful- 
ness of Him that filleth all in all!" Does not this 
wondrous playing on so many heart-keys in Jeru- 
salem prove it ? — does not this putting a new song 
in the mouths of thousands tell it?^-does not this 
unrestrained outpouring of the Holy Ghost attest it ? 
Is it not all as the opened floodways of grace and life 
from Him Who hath ascended up on high, leading cap- 
tivity captive, and receiving gifts for men, even for 
the*rebellious, that the Lord God might now for ever 
dwell amongst them ? 

And as we thus tarry at the Pentecostal scene, and 
mark the disciples, passed out of all the uncertainties 
of the twilight at last into the breadth and splendour 
of the day, see we not the awful pledges the fulness 
of that day has brought with it into the world ? Not 
merely that the coming of the Holy Ghost, in the gift 
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of hundred-tongued speech, foretokened the breaking 
down of every barrier between man and man, race and 
race, and the preaching of a free gospel on every soil 
throughout the world — ^but that these many tongues 
in Jerusalem, touched with fire, and eloquent of Christ, 
were first fruits of the gathering at last of all earthly 
voices to sj>eak His praise. True, we hear not yet, 
even after the lapse of all these Christian years, that 
universal speech begun. Many voices of the earth are 
full yet of groaning and travailing in pain together. 
Misery, and suffering, and wrong, and cruelty, and 
accursed passion, and bondage in every shape to sin 
and hell — ^these, alas*, are dark upon the world's 
face, and the breath of their great burden goes up 
night and <lay in the ear of Heaven. If we mix, too, 
in the ordinary streams of men — in their business, 
work, pleasure, tastes, society — ^how little falls upon 
the hearing that has any echo of the Cross! — ^how 
little do you glean in all the human crowd that owns 
homage to the all-glorious Christ ! — in all the tumult 
of varied sound, the gifts, the ardour, the political, 
commercial, even the religious speech, that pour upon 
us, how little is there of the tongue speaking with 
the utterance of the Holy Ghost, and making us tingle 
with the love and name of Jesus ! And if we miss 
this tongue of fire even in the pulpit and at the altar, 
and must listen there to the mere reiterated cadences 

R 
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of human dulness, instead of the thrill of life, no 
matter how simple and even rude, but unmistakably 
kindled straight from heaven, where shall we look 
for that true gospel, — whose voice we had supposed 
was to have gone through all the earth, and its words 
to the end of the world ? 

Yet, with all the discouragements that meet us 
thus, we cannot let go the certainty that the name of 
Jesus yet will be, amongst men, above every name — 
at that name every knee shall bow, and every tongue 
shall confess it. The earnest of the coming time was 
given on Pentecost, and the holy pledge therein is 
now upon the world. Accordingly, though the din 
and discord of speech that knows not Christ have 
oppressed our ears, so that those 



** Who carry music in their heart 



n 



have rarely reached us even in their whisper, yet God 
has never been without His witnesses. Yea, has His 
love in Jesus not been so great, that, if all human 
tongues were dumb, the very stones would cry out ! 
But ever there have been scattered in the earth the 
strains of speech anointed with the thrill from heaven. 
God the Father has listened to it in His secret hear- 
ing — ^the stooping Jesus has caught the unbroken 
song — the Holy Ghost, first inspiring it, has received 
its flame again up into light. It has been as one 
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great stream of speech flowing from all holy hearts — 
the prayer from the closet — the breathing of the 
saintly life daily in the world — ^the voice from the 
patience and the frequently unearthly sweetness found 
on beds of suffering — the utterance of broken hearts 
laying all their sins and sorrows at the Cross — the 
stirring trumpet-note of godly ministries — the appeal 
oi missionaries kneeling on the soil of new kingdoms 
claimed for Christ — the cry everywhere of souls new 
bom from darkness into light — and all the witnesses 
of tongue and pen men, glowing with a present Christ, 
bear in books and deeds and outspoken words for 
Him and for His Cross ! Who shall string the vast 
and varied harp — who shall count its notes, or 
gather into one its multitudinous flow ? Blessed be 
Grod, as in heaven in the end, so in earth even now, 
if the ear were spiritually quickened to detect it, we 
might catch the utterance of those redeemed to God 
by the blood of Christ, " out of every kindred and 
tongue and people and nation," and the utterance 
should be as that of " ten thousand times ten thou- 
sand and thousands of thousands, saying, with a loud 
voice, "Worthy is the Lamb that was slain, to receive 
power, and riches, and wisdom, and strength, and 
honour, and glory, and blessing !" And so it has run 
an in melody through all the years from Pentecost to 
us. And so the sweU in our day is gathering, we 
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trust, more and more. And yet need there is, all the 
more, that we recollect the pledge upon us — that, m 
our Christian name, we partake of the Pentecostal 
consecration, and in heart and tongue are pledged to 
Christ. Oh! what if this were the abiding memory 
we bore about with us ? What if every tongue were 
constrained and sanctified into witness for the blessed 
Lord? What if every sickbed sang of Him— every 
bereavement and alHiction praised Him, even in the 
dust — ^if the speech of youth were not ashamed of 
Him — ^if the tongue of age blessed Him — ^if in every 
church and pulpit there were His live coal upon the 
lips — if books dedicated at His feet their eloquence, 
their poetry, their learning— if every Christian man 
in every station made a fervent mention of His name 
— ^if we, in our families, our workshops, our market* 
places, our scenes, meetings, partings, of human life, 
everywhere honoured Jesus, and went about with all 
the burning interest of His love and presence, and 
made Him evidently our all in aU in life, and our 
sure rest and victory in death : — ^would not the world 
but shew the change pledged in Pentecost : would 
the day that then broke ^illy from its Forty Days* 
Twilight not now be in reality, as weU as name, " the 
day of God" around us : would it not be but the true 
millennial joy — ^the coming of our God and King 
again — the outpouring anew of His Spirit on the 
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arts of all flesh — ^the rising at last of that mighty 
them in which we, joining each with each^ should 
11, from a once sin-stricken but now redeemed and 
ood-sprinkled worid, that 

*' Earth, with its thonamd Toices, praiaes Qod ! " 



THE END. 
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" Mr Hobertson, we presume^ has still to make his way in the re- 
public of letters ; but he bids fair to accomplish his object. The 
volume professes to be thoughts written down in an interval of re- 
tirement, during which it pleased God to withdraw the writer into 
a path of silence and trial. Books so produced are generally valu- 
able. . . . We need scarcely say that it has our very hearty recom- 
mendation." — British Standard. 

" This book is certain to attract considerable attention, and com- 
mand an extensive circulation in Hamilton and the neighbouring dis- 
tricts, where Mr Robertson, though hitherto imknown as an author, 
is well known and much admired as a preacher and public lecturer. 
. . . When the * Desert Pathway ' was first placed in our hands, we 
opened it with more than ordinary interest ; and as we perused its 
contents, chapter after chapter, that interest never flagged, but in- 
creased rather than diminished. Mr Robertson possesses a lively 
imagination, and is gifted with the descriptive power in a high de- 
gree. The work abounds with innumerable pictures of the scenery 
amid which the chosen people wandered during their forty years* 
weary sojourn in the wilderness, and the more notable incidents 
connected with their history during that period, all of which are 
exquisitely sketched, striking and life-like. The spiritual lessons 
deduced are clear, logical, and conclusive. As we already noticed, 
Mr Robertson has many admirers who will peruse his work without 
any recommendation from us, and certain are we that every other 
person who may be induced to read it will extend that already ex- 
tensive circle." — Hamilton Advertiser, 

" A most profitable use is here made of the wilderness journey of 
God's chosen people, the Israelites. For all practical purposes of 
Christian courage, endurance, and consolation, the author entered 
on his task in the most suitable spirit for drawing from the Scrip- 
ture narrative the rich and gracious lessons which the dealings of 
God with the Jews in their wilderness journey convey. . . . The 




Author aims, by the publication of these reflections, at assisting the 
' pilgrim mtdtitudes' who are threading tiieir tortuous way to the 
better Canaan. The sereral chapters are written in an engaging 
and pleasing style, and convey most valuable lessons in a manner 
which cannot fail to render them useful in furthering the laudable 
design of their author." — Witness. 

** In this most pleasing and edifying volume of Mr Robertson, we 
realise the very person of Moses, and the scenes of the Pentateuch. 
And surely it affords some evidence of the truth of that ' story ' it' 
self, that while the negation of its Divine cliaracter makes it neces- 
sarily barren of good to the soul, the reception of it as Divine 
brings in its train sanctifying influences. . . . We commend this 
beautiful volume to our readers, with the certainty that if they be- 
gin they will go on, and if they flnish they will perhaps re-peruse, 
and certainly be profited.** — Evan, Christendom^ April, 

"An unusually able book, exhibiting much cultivation, some 
ori^nality, and a ripe Christian experience. Its style is always 
elegant, and often eloquent. The reader is ever coming across pas- 
sages which delight him by their beauty, or arrest him by their 
thougfatf ulness. The subject is an old one, relating as it does to in- 
ddents in the wanderings of Israel through the desert, but it comes 
before us from the hands of Mr Robertson with all the freshness of 
novelty. We have no systematic history of the desert-journey, no 
attempted settling of chronological, geographical, supernatural, or 
textual difficulties, but simply a series of pleasant, thoughtful 
papers on some of the outstanding incidents which occurred by the 
way, viewed especially in the light of the spiritual truths and 
lessons which are suggested by them. The work is admirably fitted 
not only for family reading, but as a guide to closet meditation. 
We trust that it will have the circulation which it deserves.** — 
Infflish Pres, Mess., June, 



